Pier Paolo Pasolini 


The good night 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava I 


Beyond the embankment is a meadow, with crushed grass, reeds, and some 
frass covered in rags. 


A woman sleeps on that grass, with her mouth half open, parched, with hair 
half brown, half blond, made of straw. The sun that burns her does not wake 
her up. 


Another woman is sitting two or three meters away from her. 
Bad, thin, sunburnt, with black hair, red dress. 
He thinks, with his chin on his knees. 


There is a small group of people around: two young men in overalls, good- 
natured and all-eyed, aloof; an elderly man, standing, holding in his hand 
one of those large corrugated bands that are used to make the roofs of 
shacks; another man, satisfied, dirty, who, sitting, looks as if he always 
giggles to himself. 


Another woman climbs up the slope, a bit laboriously, in the heat: she's a 
blonde, bleached, with a slightly funny face under her hair, like a chimney 
sweep. She is crucified. As soon as Anna sees her, she stands up and walks 


towards her with an evil expression, all tense, as if immediately looking for 
a fight. 


ANNA Tell me, what did you do last night? Who are you riding with? 
Now are you italy? 


Crocefissa has the face of someone who feels innocent, and can go with her 
head held high. 


CRUCIFIED I like the idea! Who do you want me to be? Who pays me! 


ANNA Spit! You, I don't smell you! The fraction! 
CRUCIFIED You are so disgusting! 


ANNA That's the only way you can live! Taking customers away from 
others! Shameless! 


He comes even closer to her, repressing the anger that prevents her from 
speaking, in an increasingly louder voice: 


ANNA If it weren't for him to mess up the stakes for us, you would die 2 
Pier Paolo Pasolini - Even the lonely vermin are hungry at night! 


Crocefissa shrugs and looks at her with pity, but she too is starting to warm 
up: 
CRUCIFIED What, are you the queen? What, do they have to come with 


you? 


I don't throw a noose around my neck, you know! I'm here: with whoever 
pays me, I go. And I want the money first! 


ANNA You haven't even shaved a moustache on me anyway! What do you 
think that gossip is no good? You know that who brings everything back to 
me! 


CRUCIFIED Let me hear this one too! Say, say! 
Anna, hurt by that calm of a great lady, narrows her eyes, spitting venom: 


ANNA Aside from San Galicano! Soft! Not even in there, they want you! 
You, of me, to that one over there, you're ready to say that this is the ability 
to take me away with your wallet, that's what you're ready to say! 


He looks at her, becoming more and more furious, now furious: ANNA 
And that I've already done it other times, that I try often, and that if I get the 
chance I'll even do some little money... 


He stares at Crucifix, ferocious, as if he wanted to eat her: ANNA Now 
deny it! Say it's not true! 


Crocefissa doesn't answer anything: all of a sudden she bends over, bends 
over, and takes a shoe off her foot, then gripping it in her fist like a weapon. 


CRUCIFIED Dirty, this one also appeals to me? Who did you take me for? 
She won't even dare to let it cross your mind! I'm going to take off your 
whole wig right now, you know! 


The old man sitting on the sidelines chuckles, with a watery eye, and the 3 
Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava scucchia long, red with satisfaction. 


One of the two boys, without getting too upset, calm and with detached and 
contemplative irony, hums the charge. 


ANNA Oh yes? Meanwhile, from tonight onwards you'll find a place 
somewhere else: and here, you won't come here anymore! 


CRUCIFIED But here, if before I was here for two hours, now I'm here for 
four! Vojo sees exactly what you are doing! 


Finally awakened by all those screams, the one who was sleeping gets up, 
drowsy, blinded by the sun. She looks, picks up the bag and limps away 
among the ledges and tall grass. 


PROSTITUTE You suck! 


He is almost lost between two skeletal rubbish, and turns around once 
again, vomiting: 


PROSTITUTE If there is a parade ground, here you will put me in prison 
too! Er sleep you make me end up in the security room... 


But in the meantime Anna, squinting her eyes, as if pervaded by a profound 
inspiration, does not stop, with Crocefissa who, for her part, has recovered 
some of her previous calm and irony. 


ANNA What shall I do to you? I'll put my guts in your hand! Infamous! So 
you get rid of the habit that smears people! 


CRUCIFIED Why? Now you have no censorship! You say it's not true, 
huh? 


The wallet for the green millecento one disappeared by itself! Who knows 
who took it! And those fifty thousand lire that you paid for a dentist 
because you found out he was married were a work of charity! 


At these words, which are the truth, and therefore burning, Anna loses the 
light of her eyes, and throws herself on Crocefissa, grabbing her by the hair. 
They begin to beat each other like two dogs, growling, panting. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava A loud honk can be heard from the 
Street. 


The sound repeats itself even closer and more overbearing. 


The old man continues to sneer. The boy who, standing towards the 
embankment, can look out onto the road, calmly warns: LITTLE BOY 
There are two young men who want you! 


The two don't even hear him: they continue to fight, kick, bite, pull each 
other's hair. The old man sitting there chuckles even louder: the wretch in 
the bandone is having fun like a little boy. 


The horn sounds. 


Then after a few moments, two young men emerge from the edge of the 
slope, all agile and mischievous: one dark, hard, black like a bull, 
Scintillone, one with blue eyes, agile, elegant like a wolf, Ruggeretto. Both 
shine with irony. 


SCINTILLONE See how well these work! That, you're thirsty 


sisters? 


RUGGERETTO Come on, dry up! Study it a little! 

Scintillone takes a bitter look around at the sunburned lawn. 

SPARKLING What, there's only these two? 

BOY Eh, there was another one, they made her run away! 

RUGGERETTO A Scintiillo, let's take these two, what the hell do we care! 
We don't sleep on it, we don't have time to waste! 


Scintillone looks for a while at the two who are rolling on the ground, 
entwined with all their souls: then, having made a sudden decision, he 
approaches them. 


SPARKLE Gong! End of the first half, second half out! 


He bends over the two arguing, and violently snatches Anna, lifting her into 
his arms. 


Ruggeretto does the same thing with Crocefissa. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava RUGGERETTO Kill, oh! Yet thirsty 
friends! Calm down, oh what, has cholera broken out? When you like the 
fly, how ugly you get! 


SPARKLING Here's how many times wars happen! Come on, stay 
stop, it's good, let's have an aperitif! 


Anna, kicking, tries to free herself from Scintillone's grip ANNA Aoh, now 
you're getting in the way too? Lasseme loses, get stuck with your horns! I 
know she handles things on her own... 


SPARKLING Carma, come on, my girl! They feed! What will it be? Are 
you at baccaja for a thousand lire? You've found someone who allocates, 


now... Someone who repays your expenses! 


ANNA What do I want to do with your money! Leave me! I want her to 
disembowel that one! 


SPARKLING Eh! For someone like that you want to ruin yourself! Here it 
ends up that they lock you up, and then if they lock you up, what do we do? 
How do we spend the money we have in our pockets? 


Thus, talking and fighting, they crossed a piece of meadow, descended the 
embankment, and arrived on the avenue under the walls. 


There is the tow of the two buddies. Anna has calmed down a little, and she 
walks almost alone. She gives the car an interested look. 


ANNA Yes, yes, yes, take me away! And who makes me dirty 
that? 
SPARKLING Oooooh, you did it! Do you see that you're starting to reason? 


Anna opens the door and goes to sit in the back, Scintil-. lone stands next to 
her, all good-natured and protective. Anna, seeing that he has placed 
himself next to her instead of behind the wheel, immediately blurts out: 
ANNA What? Does this car leave by itself? 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Without answering, Scintillone reaches 
over the backrest towards the horn and gives two or three sharp taps with 
the palm of his hand. But now, at the top of the ledge, against the sky, the 
other two appear: Crocefissa has fought less harshly than Anna, and they 
are chatting. 


SPARKLING Aoh, 'namo! What are you waiting for, mom? Have you 
forgotten what we have to do? 


It is Crocefissa herself who, calm, confident and determined, descends the 
slope first. She takes it, and gets into the car, sitting all dignified and 


supported in the seat in front of her, without even looking at the other one. 
Ruggeretto follows her. 


As Anna sees Crocefissa enter, she jumps and, like a madwoman, starts to 
go back down: but Scintillone, calmly, grabs her and holds her in place. 


SPARKLING What, are you doing the little girl again another time? And 
this beef, no! 


ANNA I don't share anything with certain people! Famme scenne, a bello 
de mamma! 


Ruggeretto sets the car in motion, and it shoots away, leaving the edge of 
the lawn and the walls behind him. 


Ruggeretto drives cheerfully and speaks: 


RUGGERETTO Here, come down now! Let's see how crazy you are! 
ANNA Stop, you wretch, what a scream, you know! I'll follow you all over 


'to the police of Rome! 
Scintillone is immediately offended by those words. 
GLITTER Oh, the fool! 


RUGGERETTO Tell me a little! But do you think you have a little more 
money in your pocket? So stay calm, come with us! With what we give you 
we make you laugh for a week! 
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An empty hearse. And second rate, smooth and black. 

Next to him, the driver, spitting, waiting for the cash register. 


Behind, two taxis and a car with wreaths on the roof. 


In front of the small door of the old house in the neighborhood, there are a 
few people, silent. 


The torch arrives, from the end of the alley, passes in front of the hearse, 
and stops a little further on. 


Ruggeretto looks worriedly at the hearse. 
RUGGERETTO Aoh, what's up? The Good Death? 


CRUCIFIED Aoh, where are you taking us? What, are you bringing us to 
accompany the dead? 


Scintillone slaps her: 
GLITTER Good, star! Soon there will be fireworks! 
Wait here, be good, huh? Do not argue! We go and come back! 


Meanwhile, Ruggeretto has blocked the car and got out, all agile and 
indifferent: having made his recommendations, Scintillone imitates him, 
and, paired, they go towards the door in front of which the hearse is 
stopped. 


The two wives follow them with their eyes from inside the car. 
Crocefissa is increasingly distrustful. 

CRUCIFIED What, have you ever seen these? 

ANNA No, and who has ever seen them! 

CRUCIFIED What do you think? 

Anna taps her nostril two or three times with her index finger, grimacing. 
ANNA Hmmmmm. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Meanwhile, Ruggeretto and Scintillone 
are almost at the height of the hearse. 


RUGGERETTO For whom did the bell toll? 


The driver stands beside the hearse, dressed all in black, but with his cap 
pulled down over his eyes like a scoundrel. 


SPARKLING Who is that you bring? What's his name? DRIVER 
Someone who doesn't smoke anymore! 
The two look at each other, understanding. 


RUGGERETTO What do we care! Let's take it anyway, come on! The 
sooner we download it, the better we are! 


They approach the door, which is half closed, crossing paths with two or 
three women who come out, all dressed in black, with red eyes and a deeply 
distressed and concentrated look. 


3 
« You have to laugh and philosophize at the same time... » 
Epicurus, Ethics 


Scintillone and Ruggeretto slowly climb the old worn steps, immersed in 
the funereal atmosphere. 


On each landing, next to the half-open doors, there are small groups of 
tenants, curious and frightened, who sadly cast glances at the two strangers, 
who are all carefully climbing the stairs. 


Scintillone does a bit of philosophy, not without inspiration. 


SPARKLING So much evil in the world... there are wars... 


brothers are killed... you read in the newspapers that that one shoots a la 
moje, that that one bled to death because they didn't take him to the 
hospital, that that one is getting married to an Indian prince... that the count, 
as if call there, he had that party that cost thirteen million, and there next to 
the door there was someone who died of hunger and death. 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - The cold night... Why all this? Because this gives them 
so much malice 


this world? 


It all turns with a bang - from the void to which it was addressed before, 
philosophically - with a compressed flicker - to Ruggeretto. 


SPARKLING Don't you know that you all must die? 
Ruggeretto, limp, doesn't feel the blow and responds. 


RUGGERETTO That's right! You're right! With all these diseases that are 
around today, tumors, pneumonia... one day or another, I'll come and call 
you at your house: «To Scintilloneee! » « Scintillone is dead! " That? Is it 
any wonder? 


Scintillone gathers a larger group of people on the landing: they spit into the 
palm of their hand, very quickly, and pass their hand through their hair, as if 
to tidy it up. 


SPARKLING Behavior! 


They pass in front of the small group, dismayed and meddlesome, and go 
further, up the new flight of stairs. 


RUGGERETTO I think that on the day I die, they'll put me in a 
wheelbarrow and dump me there in front of the cemetery gate: I want to 
stink even after I'm dead! Even after he dies, I want to annoy people! 


SPARKLING Eeh, can you imagine when you and I will be together 


skeletons, with the worms that eat them... They put two crossed sticks on 
us, tie them with a piece of string... and there we are! 


Brief thoughtful silence, then the outburst: SPARKLING But Armenian, we 
won't have to rack our brains anymore to make up the money, damn it! 


And Ruggeretto lights up at a sudden thought full of light. 
RUGGERETTO Oh, I wish we couldn't put 10 here 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava robba, you know the laughter! Not that, 
not that! I'm like this! 


He points his index finger violently under his throat like a knife. 

And then a guy approaches him, with a piece of foolscap paper in his hand, 
followed by two or three other funeral faces, with eyes full of boundless 
sadness. 


TIZIO Do you want to contribute too, to a collection, for now Sister Pina? 


If Scintillone and Ruggeretto had punched him in the stomach, it would 
have been better: they hunt out, with eyes full of anger and hatred, some 
money and give it to him. 


SPARKLING We only have one hundred lire! 
GUY Eh, one hundred lire, another one hundred lire.. 


The two companions face the last flight of stairs, Scintillone looks up 
towards the last landing. 


SCINTILLONE Oh, but isn't that where Mr. Mosciarella lives? 


They observe in alarm that it is right in front of this Mosciarella's door that 
there are more people: and that evidently the body is there. 


They arrive on the landing, and full of amazement and suspicion, they 
pause there: 


SPARKLONE Aoh, I wish Mosciarella was dead! 


RUGGERETTO Damn! He died ruined! 'This scab, right now, he should 
have died! 


Scintillone, collapsed, has lost his voice. 
SPARKLING Come in a bit 


Ruggeretto first, and then Scintillone, enter the dead man's apartment, 
dejected. 
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They enter, and in there it's all full of old women keeping vigil over the 
dead man. They feel at home, with silk clothes and black moustaches. 
Among them, together with the priest, there is, who knows how, a beautiful 
little girl. 


RUGGERETTO How beautiful life is! 


And he approaches her, addressing her, in a low voice and full of sacred 
respect. 


RUGGERETTO Excuse me... where is Mosciarella? In the kitchen? 


The girl does not answer, because, in her place, a neighbor who 1s nearby 
speaks. 


COMARE Poraccio! If he is taking a bite too! I know 
days, that because of the poor Sora Pina, can't find peace? Well! 


She stares at the two boys, with eyes from beyond the grave. COMARE 
Unfortunately it's always the moje! I know we've been together for twenty 
years... aS much as she is, if she knows that she would do the same to 
everyone... 


He shakes his head. 


The two, blind-eyed, then go towards the kitchenette. They slowly, 
discreetly push the door open and enter. 


The kitchenette is large, with a large stove, a black wardrobe for the elderly, 
a table and two chairs. 


Standing next to a window from which a little light enters from a dark 
internal courtyard is the Moorish man, er Mosciarella. He is eating, with a 


slow and sad movement of his jaws and his throat: he eats a huge raw 
fennel, dipping it every now and then into the salt shaker. AND' 


taken by surprise, thus, by the two companions, and therefore he is moved. 
MOSCIARELLA That's hungry! 
He is silent for a moment, as if to overcome the emotion: 12 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava MOSCIARELLA Who told you?... 
Thanks for coming, eh!... 


do you want favors? 
She hands him another fennel, with a piece of bread. 


RUGGERETTO No, thanks, to Mosciareé... We had a meal half an hour ago, 
there in the little square... 


MOSCIARELLA Eeeeh, this is a problem that shouldn't have happened... 


All in a chain, may misfortunes come to you, one after the other... Now this 
too, I missed it... 


He stops, once again overcome by pain. 
Scintillone pats his friend's hand on the shoulder, as is done in these cases. 


SCINTILLONE Don't let it go, Mosciare! 


MOSCIARELLA Eeeeh! 


He takes a violent, hungry bite at the fennel, and then throws it into the 
bucket. 


Scintillone becomes serious, hasty: he faces the situation by changing 
position, expression and tone: if it goes, it goes, if not, there it 1s... 


SCINTILLONE Listen, Mosciaré... Can you talk to us now for five 
minutes? 


The Moorish girl makes herself completely available, as serious as one 
should be when it comes to business, ready to listen. 


MOSCIARELLA Why? 


SPARKLING If you're in a position to be able to reason, eh! No 
commitments! We understand that in these moments it is not a case to 
disturb... 


Anyway, if you feel like it, we can hurry up in two minutes... 
MOSCIARELLA Well, sing: what is it? 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava SCINTILLONE Below, here, we have 
the car, with some stuff... 


Mosciarella immediately acts like a hypocrite. 

MOSCIARELLA But how? I already have one dead inside the house... 
what, can you bring me another one? 

But Roggeretto warbles the counter-move. 


RUGGERETTO Oh, Mosciare, before we go to make the deal with others, 
we came to you! Who would have imagined... 


Mosciarella then gets to the point with sweetness. 
MOSCIARELLA Well, what's the matter? 
SCINTILLONE Let's go to the arsenal!... 


But at that moment the door, with the usual discretion, opens, and two 
Maries step forward. 


One of these looks at the Moorish girl with eyes full of deep pity. 
WOMAN To Sor Lui, there's a parish priest... 


Other women appear at the kitchen, entering, all tense towards the Moorish 
girl, as if to be close to him, to give him courage in that supreme moment. 


The Moorish man, overwhelmed by the circumstance, quickly shakes hands 
with Scintillone and Ruggeretto, babbling: 


MOSCIARELLA We'll talk about it later, eh! Come by tomorrow morning, 
downstairs... 


And he goes out with the Maries to meet the priest. 
The two remain alone, in the kitchen, black. 
Ruggeretto almost tears in his eyes like a little boy. 


RUGGERETTO Damn, how do we do it now? And then they say that 14 
died 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - The good night doesn't interfere! 


Scintillone makes an angry outburst, as if he suddenly realized the gravity 
of the situation: 


SPARKLING Aoh, the stuff we have underneath is hot! 'Let's go! 


They leave the kitchen, into the corridor. 


Now we barely move there: here is the priest, all dressed up, covered in 
sacred clothes, here are the two altar boys, two dirty men with worn-out 
shoes, with dirty faces but their hair combed, pulled, shiny with brilliantine; 
here are the relatives in mourning. Everyone crowds into the dead woman's 
room, trying to make room, to get a good look at the final honors paid to 
Sister Pina. The Moorish man comes forward, is silently and respectfully 
made way for him, and his closest relatives slide in behind him. 


Ruggeretto and Scintillone also enter the funeral home, slowly making their 
way through the crowd, while the priest is giving the blessing. 


Ruggeretto and Scintillone try, little by little, to bring the Moresca closer 
together, getting among the people, with the old skill of shoemakers. 


However, their moves are observed by a guy who is completely identical to 
them: their age, their size, with the same motherfucker's face... 


He is dressed in mourning, with a black suit and light prison-style white 
pinstripes, antelope shoes: he is almost completely shaved, either because 
he wanted to be a fanatic or because he has just left Regina Coell. 


Under his well-directed glares, the two companions finally manage to join 
the Moorish, taking shelter behind a couple of backs of afflicted relatives. 


Ruggeretto lightly bumps the moresca to attract his attention: then he clasps 
his hands as if praying, with pleading eyes and drooping eyebrows. 


RUGGERETTO In Mosciareé, we try to combine... 


Mosciarella addresses him sternly, from three quarters, with a yellow 
cheekbone, and an eye full of sanctity and pain. 
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Ruggero grits his teeth: with that squeeze his nose twists and widens, his 
jaws harden, and his eyes bleed poison. 


RUGGERETTO Damn death. 


But it is the moment in which the priest approaches the dead woman, 
beautiful among the flowers, in her black silk dress, to give her his blessing 
and so on. 


It is a time of great confusion and pain. Scintillone takes advantage of the 
opportunity to remind us, in the ear of the moresca, with a breath of voice: 
SCINTILLONE But why can't we see after we're done if we can? And how 
long will the funeral ever last! 


MOSCIARELLA Maybe you don't understand: I told you tomorrow, 
enough, right? 


Ruggeretto intervenes, angry, insistent, with blue eyes full of impatience 
and anger. 


RUGGERETTO But we need it right away, the grain! 
MOSCIARELLA Tomorrow! How do I give it to you? Singing? 


Scintillone has lost his patience: he has never prayed to anyone, not even 
the saints. 


SCINTILLONE Well, it doesn't matter, in Mosciaré! HI! 


And he starts to leave, leaving the moresca there, seeing as there's nothing 
to do. But at that moment they have finished closing the coffer, the priest 
has finished saying his prayers, and all that remains is to go out. The people 
carrying out the operation load the coffin on their shoulders and go towards 
the door. Ruggeretto and Scintillone remain stuck among the people making 
way, amidst suffocated cries and moans. The box goes out the door, and 
behind it, slowly, everyone comes out. 
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The coffin, swaying, teetering on the heads, is going down the stairs, with 
difficulty, because the steps are steep, the ramps narrow. At the landings he 
has to turn, and every time he risks ending badly. People get out behind. 


Among the relatives, Ruggeretto and Scintillone get out, acidly: but there is 
someone behind them, trying to approach them. Finally, come and go, he 
reaches them, and stands elbow to elbow, with a twinkling of his pupils. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, didn't you baste? Doesn't anything happen? 
He speaks quickly, in a low voice, every word is like a stab. 
Scintillone, distrustful, answered the contrary. 

SPARKLING But of what? But what do you want? 

BELLA BELLA Aoh, look, I'm Mosciarella's nephew! 
SPARKLING And what's this? 


BELLA BELLA Look, if there's something for me, I'll put it there for you, 
whatever you have... 


Ruggeretto intervenes decisively, almost angrily: RUGGERETTO Yes, he'll 
escape! Hand deaf! And don't worry... if you take us to a good one... Do you 
know him? 


BELLA BELLA Look, that makes you deaf, and then I don't want to know 
you anymore! He's one of the law, he is! 


RUGGERETTO And where is he? distant? Look, we don't have time to 
waste... 


BELLA BELLA I understand you... I understand you... Don't worry! 
And he makes a face like an old fox. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava The coffin gives a jolt, there in front, 
between the black and cracked walls: everyone stops on the steps, 
collapsed. 


BELLA BELLA Let's introduce ourselves, right? I'm Gino, called Bella 
Bella... 


He holds out his hand, half hidden from the people: the other two shake it, 
hastily and mockingly. 


GLITTER GLITTER... 
RUGGERETTO Ruggeretto... 


The coffin resumes its movement, the last flight of stairs, the last piece of 
zelloso corridor, and enters the door, emerging onto the street. 
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The stoppone passes at great speed, across Ponte Sisto, enters Trastevere 
under the large fountain, enters the alleys of the district, teeming with 
people in the late afternoon, arrives at a small, half-deserted square, there, 
on a sunny corner, it stops. 


BELLA BELLA Wait! I'll call him and bring him here, so he can talk to 
you! 


RUGGERETTO Hurry up, hurry up, there's a danger of the electric chair 
here! 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL And what do I wear! 


Putting his hands in his pockets, he calmly crosses the small square, 
towards a small miserable bar at the end. \~1 comes to the front, enters. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava There isn't a wretch in the bar. 


Only one, who, sitting in a small chair, is intent on rolling some tobacco 
butts in a piece of paper: he is so folded in on himself that you can't see his 
face. 


BELLA BEAUTIFUL To Pupo Moro! 


This Pupo Moro raises his head: he must be about twenty-five years old, but 
he looks younger, he has the face of a delinquent boy, with a curl of black 
hair on his forehead. 


PUPO MORO A Bella Well! Will you give me a cigarette? 


Making this immediate request, he suspends in mid-air, holding it delicately 
between his thumb and forefinger, the miserable cigarette he has just rolled, 
as if ready to let it fall to the ground. 


Bella Bella throws out the half-empty package, offering. 
BELLA BELLA This is the latest! 


Pupo Moro takes a cigarette and drops the one he was holding on the 
ground. But he bids her a final farewell in a loud voice: 


PUPO MORO 'shut up! No, I smoked you! Dirty! 


All satisfied and full of contempt for his cigarette, he happily rubs it with 
his foot. 


They light up the flames and smoke. 


BELLA BELLA Tell me... either I'm wrong, or it's that very dry one, that 
I'm missing those three front teeth... I'll call him Pezzente, I think... 


PUPO MORO Er Patient! 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL It is, it is, well done! Er Patient! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Transforms the air of satisfaction at 

having identified the name, into a gratuitous, light, almost worldly air of 
disinterested curiosity: BELLA BELLA That... he buys it, the beaten up 
stuff... Or am I wrong... 


And he remains there questioning and in a good mood, holding his jaws 
between his index finger and thumb, as if he were caressing himself. 


PUPO MORO Well, he used to do it once, but I don't know if he still does 
it... 


Anyway, try it, go home, you tell me... 
BELLA BELLA But... where does he live? 
PUPO MORO In vicolo del Bologna... There in front of la fusajara... 


Bella Bella has a moment of mischievous indecision, looking the Pupo 
Moro straight in the face: 


Bella Bella Anna has the courage to come home... If you take me there, it's 
a different story... 


PUPO MORO Give me that other cigarette... 


He removes the cigarette from the pack, gets up, and leaves the bar with 
Bella Bella in his wake. 
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The two walk all shabbily, with their hands in their pockets, looking tired, 
dragging the slices along the old pavement. The alleyway is alive from the 
early evening, kids, young men, gossips, at the rickety doors, in the little 
black corridors, against the shops, one after the other, of rag-pickers, 
charcoal burners, barbers. 


As we walk, the Pupo Moro sings one of those American songs shouted, 
according to the latest fashion, as if he had always sung like that. 
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Suddenly, she enters a small door that swallows her, and Bell~ Bella 
follows. 
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The staircase goes up, steeply, under the high liquorice-coloured vaults, 
with rows of miserable little doors. 


The two buddies are climbing the last flight, with Pupo Moro singing his 
American song at the top of his lungs, like a chanterelle. 


But he interrupts with a bang, smoothes a cheek with two fingers. 
PUPO MORO A Bella Bella... look... do I have a long beard? 
BELLA BELLA Kill... it's time you did it! 

PUPO MORO Can you lend me four shoes? I want to do this little service... 
Beard, clutch and hair... 

BELLA BELLA Four flats? Dry me! 


PUPO MORO What? Do you want to sign a heartfelt signature, for four 
cents? Ah, you're good, too! 


With a sigh suppressed in his throat, Bella Bella puts the four hundred lire 
out of his pocket. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Tie! Laugh! 


Pupo Moro quickly pockets it: meanwhile they have arrived in front of a 
broken door, and Pupo Moro knocks. 


VOICE OF THE PATIENT Who is he? 
PUPO MORO The ladies of charity! 
They enter. 
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The two nod their heads inside the house and look around, amazed as two 
like them can be amazed. 


In fact, inside the Patient's house, there is nothing: not a piece of furniture, 
not a chair, not a picture on the wall: nothing! 


Having taken a few steps along the empty corridor, Bella Bella and Pupo 
Moro glimpse, in an empty room, two women at the window: one old and 
one young: they are collapsed, with red eyes: one, in fact, is crying. 


The two continue down the corridor. Bella Bella turns its eyes on the 
absolutely empty place: 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, what? if she dances here? 


A few more steps, and they reach another room, this one also completely 
empty. Alone against one wall, there is a net, and, isolated in the middle of 
the floor, a chamber pot. 


The Patient is lying on the bed base - without a mattress. 


PUPO MORO What are you doing, fakir? I present to you this friend of 
mine... he is from San Lorenzo... 


Bella Bella and the Patient shake hands. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Pleasure... 


Pupo Moro turns tac tac first to Bella Bella then to the Patient: PUPO 
MORO Speak! Listen to this... 


BELLA BELLA Well... we had some clothes to sell... good clothes... 
But the Patient interrupts him immediately. 


PATIENT Noooo! For goodness sake, don't tell me about it! Be good, be 
well 


good, you're good like this. No, do you see how I look? 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava He has a brief silence, overwhelmed by 
emotion. 


PATIENT I don't get out of bed because I don't even have money for 
pajamas and cigarettes... 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Isn't there anything to do? 

PATIENT Yes, to give him a nail in the forehead! 

Bella Bella, resigned, does not insist: there is absolutely nothing to be done. 
BELLA BELLA 'Well, bye... He's about to leave. 

PATIENT Bye, bye... 


Bella Bella, followed by Pupo Moro, exits: Pupo Moro, from the door, turns 
once again to the Moresca: 


PUPO MORO Don't worry about it, Patient! Which will explode soon 


another war! 


Spesano. 
1] 


Scintillone, Ruggeretto, Anna and Crocefissa, inside the car, motionless, 
under the sun, like four dead bodies. 


And here Bella Bella appears at the end of the little square, and approaches 
the locco locco car. 


Not resisting the impatience and hope that he has created, Ruggeretto and 
Scintillone get out of the car and go towards him, at an agile and hurried 
pace, all leaning towards him. 


RUGGERETTO 'Well? At that time? 


BELLA BELLA They can kill him! There's a house full of stuff: yesterday 
evening they unloaded a truck of fabric in front; she said 23 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - On a good night, if you don't give away a bit of stuff, 
you won't buy anything anymore... It was nice, because that also pays well! 


Ruggeretto looks at him furiously, as if he couldn't believe his ears: in the 
end he blurts out, bitterly: 


RUGGERETTO Ah, you're good, you are! I say, what are you bothering to 
do when you're not sure! Stay at home, don't move, don't bother anyone 
who's already doing it! I ruined my whole day, did you see? Now we're 
banging our horns, who do we turn to? 


SPARKLING 'This imbecile! 
He's foaming at the mouth. 
Bella Bella looks at them curiously. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, beautiful! What, do you think people are waiting for 
you like this, with open arms? What, I know the times of Chirchirina? 
Today it's more difficult to come than to rubba, you know, please! 


Anna leans out of the car window, and as mean as a protested bill of 
exchange, she apostrophizes them, screaming like a lavannara: ANNA Aoh! 
At this point there are five deaths, you know that, yes? That? 


did it take you that much in an hour? 
CRUCIFIED I know they are old elms! Now they let off steam on us! 


Amused by the bitter realization of failure, she is overcome with giggles 
and laughs, laughs like an unfortunate woman. 


The three, a few meters away, have not taken Anna's complaints and 
pressure into the slightest consideration, and continue to argue, waving at 
each other with large gestures of their hands, arms, and whole bodies, like 
Neapolitan lawyers. In the Crocefissa car his laughter ends. 


CRUCIFIED They're selling the stuff this year! At Christmas! Anna looks 
at them worriedly, with her mouth twisted in disgust. 
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selling? 


Then Crocefissa becomes respectful. 

CRUCIFIED I think it's gold... 

And Anna has eyes full of hunger. 

ANNA 'This fiji of a widowed mother, who knows who they punished? 


CRUCIFIED Of course if they don't they steal the money, selling the stuff 
they have, where does it go to remedy? under the rocks? 


And who pays us? the Italian state? 


She suddenly becomes harsh, mean, resolute, and taps the seat with the 
palm of her hand: 


CRUCIFIED But I'm not coming down from here! They pay me for the day, 
you know! 


Anna is inspired: 
ANNA Aoh, shall we take them to Frustone? 
CRUCIFIED All the way to Fiumicino? 


Anna turns again, in another tone - harsh but promising - to her friends over 
there: 


ANNA Aoh, refugees! Come here! listen a little! 


Scintillone turns towards her, raising his arm with a jerk that means: « He 
doesn't break...! » 


SPARKLING You stick your neck out again from here to the car, I'll cut it 
off! 


Anna then gets down, determined, and this time Crocefissa follows her. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - The Good Night Anna stops herself in front of the 
three, and looks at them decisively and contemptuously in the face: 


ANNA Do you want to sell the stuff? 
RUGGERETTO Aoh, what a mess! 


ANNA Come on, don't be a kid! What are we sleeping? It's not the first 
time the young lady has happened to me, you know! 


RUGGERETTO Go to bed! Shut up! And she speaks when you are 
questioned! 


Crocefissa intervenes from behind Anna's back, all squeamish and naughty. 


CRUCIFICE 'Good! Go and do good to people! But do your business, a 


TO"! Let them kill themselves! As long as they pay, otherwise I'll see that 

I'm capable of doing it! What, am I living on an income? I don't like these 
romantic walks! If you want it, we'll sell the stuff, we'll bring it to you, we 
don't do the talking, you know! Like this! 


So, if you feel like selling your stuff, we'll take it to a good place! 
Scintillone begins to be interested, and looks at her with a deep gaze: 
SPARKLING And then it would be, is this place good? 

ANNA IN Fiumicino! 

Ruggero is disgusted: 

RUGGERETTO Yes, in America! 


Bella Bella is instead overcome by a new wave of hope: BELLA BELLA 
And let's go! With the car we're getting, see you soon! 


It's ten minutes! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Scintillone is done: there is nothing else 
to choose at the moment. He is filled with a dark rage to act. 


SPARKLING Aoh, here we need to try, you know! What, shall we pitch our 
tents here? 'Namo, come on, 'namo! If they vote for these too, we'll drown 
it! 


No sooner said than done, he goes towards the car: at his side, equally 
determined, is Ruggeretto. The others follow him a little more calmly and 
everyone gets on the tow. 


Ruggeretto starts the car, and the car immediately takes off. It's the time 
when those who work are all sweaty and the evening still seems far away, in 


that air that is all muggy and silent, and there's nothing new around. 
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The car speeds along Via Portuense, among the humps of the countryside, 
the old quarries, in the light of the sunset. 


Bella Bella, sprawled on his seat, ramshacklely sings the American song 
from earlier, overcome by his neurotic, epileptic exaltation. 


BELLA BELLA Smoke just in the eyes... 


Anna, seized by a ribald joy, pac, loosens a slap on the scruff of Ruggeretto 
at the wheel, like an old naughty girl. 


ANNA Four fingers off my neck and still no more moje! Come on, sing! 
They cheerful! Don't think about it! 


RUGGERETTO Hold still a bit, damn... Out of three hundred thousand 
hookers, it was you, you should have happened! 


Anna gives him another slap on the wrist, marana. 


ANNA Hurry up, come on, speed up! What, are you going after the dead 
man? 


Give it a try and get a thrill! heart! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - The Good Night Ruggeretto hits the accelerator, and 
the car speeds away. 


Suddenly Crocefissa starts giggling, first softly, quietly, then louder and 
louder, and finally she is seized by a fit of giggles that she can no longer 
hold back. Bella Bella gives her a sideways look. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL ... keep yours! You're scary when you laugh! 
How ugly you are, aoh! If you see Picasso, you'll buy it straight away! 


Crocefissa doesn't listen to him and continues to disembowel herself 
laughing like crazy. 


ANNA Aoh, what, did you enchant yourself with the record? But what's 
wrong with you? 


CRUCIFIED Every time I pass by here I feel like this! I always see that 
wretched man before my eyes... Ah, ah, ah... I can't think of it! He was 
really one of those scoundrels who come right from those art art 
mountains... He was full of money... he had a wallet like that... full... it 
looked like a chest... Aoh, what have I got to give you? say... You must 
have done the same... He gave them to me as a gift! She said: Well, I'll steal 
the money... Can you believe it, I took that wallet and it fell right into my 
hand. And he explained to me that with that money he wanted to cover the 
roof of his house... He even wanted to make the loggia... 


And he put fifty thousand in the mail in the booklet of the child who was 
going to be deaf... and with the other fifty he had to pay the clinic for his 
niece, who was born with two big heads! Ah, ah, ah... 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Ah, ah! Haven't you had any pangs of 
conscience? With what heart did you do it? 


CRUCIFIED I didn't do it heartily! Ha, ha! I did it with this hand here! 


Show your hand outstretched, palm open, laughing. 
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avenue in Fiumicino, surrounded by brushwood, broken walls, dry lawns, 
crumbling houses. At the bottom, yellow as broth, the sea. 


The car stops at one of the houses, with a garden full of holes in front. Anna 
gets out, enters the open gate into the garden, and goes to ring the bell. She 
rings and rings, but no one answers. 


SPARKLING Goodbye! This one is dead too! He opened the gas tap! But 
damn death, damn it! 


He rages like a wild beast. 


CRUCIFIED And don't get angry, they'll calm down! He's unhappy, he's 
deaf and dumb: and wait a minute, right? 


Anna returns, tramping on the gravel in the garden. 
ANNA There's nothing to do, he doesn't hear! If you see that he is alone... 


Now he'll come in through the window... there, on the first floor, which 1s 
open... But he's still inside... 


Ruggeretto looks straight ahead, evil, but it is clear that he is turning to 
Bella Bella, so that he can somehow get busy. 


RUGGERETTO Who does this bypass? Who comes in through the 
window? 


Bella Bella immediately gets the hint, it's a way to get back into the deal: 
everything goes rogue: 


BELLA BELLA What, is that the window? I'll go! I'm like ivy! I'm a 
cricket! 


He gets out of the car, ventures into the garden, looks around decisively, 
looks at a packing box at the bottom, picks it up, drags it under the window, 
attaches it to the water pipe, then to the windowsill, stops, all flexed , enter. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Bella Bella enters a very dark room: as 
her eyes get used to it, she sees that she is in a sort of barn, all full of dust, 
with nets, boxes, tools: it is a room that is only used in summer, you can 
see. 


He opens a small door and goes out, he finds himself in a bare corridor: he 
opens another small door, and lights up a small twentieth-century kitchen as 
black as a cellar. Bella Bella sniffs a jar, makes a face, puts it back. He goes 
back into the corridor, takes a few steps, and enters another room, half 


empty. 


Here a man of about thirty, who looks like a dog, is sitting on a chair, busy 
working on a fishing line. 


Bella Bella makes a face, as if to say « Dunno! »And, a little uncertain, she 
approaches him, touching him on the shoulder. 


The Moorish girl turns suddenly, as if stung by a snake: and, out of old 
instinct, goes on the defensive, as if ready to start punching. 


But Bella Bella tries to explain himself, with gestures: he indicates that he 
is a friend, that he is there on business. 


BELLA BELLA We are friends... There are hookers down here... we have 
to sell you certain stuff... We are law-abiding! 


He pretends to aim and fire a rifle. 


The Morescante makes quick, skillful gestures, as if to tell him that he has 
understood: but his face is dark, hard. Then he turns and goes to another 
room. 


The Bella Bella, next. 


In the new room, there is a woman sleeping, half naked, on a dirty double 
bed. 


The Moorish man shakes her: she wakes up, and, all sticky with sleep, turns 
over, showing her face and front. 


Bella Bella immediately gets angry and begins to make signs to her, behind 
the deaf mute's back, as if she too were deaf and mute, paying her sincere 
compliments with mimicry. 


BELLA BELLA You behave well... My soul! 


She too, sleepy and surprised, 1s about to respond with signs, as among 
deaf-mutes: but then she blurts out: 


NICOLETTA Oh, Marcanto... look what my mother did to me with 
the ears and with the tongue... What are you finding here’... 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava BELLA BELLA Allow me? Beautiful 
beautiful... 


He holds out his hand and shakes it. 
NICOLETTA Much pleasure... Nicoletta... 


BELLA BELLA Be kind... aaaa Nicoletta... and tell me that down here 
there are two of your friends... as if they'd call them... Crucifix! and that 
other one over there... the one all nervous and jerky... Anna! They want to 
talk to you about it 


'a thing... They're with the car... 


Nicoletta turns to the Morescante and translates to him into signs what 
Bella Bella said. 


The Morescante responds with gestures: he has understood everything. 


Downstairs, in the car they are impatient, and give two or three nervous 
honks. 


Nicoletta looks out the window. 
NICOLETTA Here! Now I'll open right away! 


He goes to the door, at the end of the corridor, and opens it. Meanwhile, 
waiting, Ruggeretto has maneuvered, and the car is there, with the rear part 
towards the opening door. Nicoletta looks at Anna, and then at Crocefissa. 


NICOLETTA But how! Yesterday you said you wanted to kill this one, and 
today you're still together with her! Ah, it's really true... Help me, tongue, 
otherwise I'll hurt you!... 


Crocefissa begins to give Anna a few kisses, like a crazy person. 
CRUCIFIED Eh, money sends water up in the air! 

NICOLETTA Come in, come in... By the way! Then you go back to Rome, 
right? Is there a place for me too, in the car, who needs to pop into Rome to 
buy a gift for my sister, who is getting married tomorrow? 

Bella Bella intervenes as fast as a knife. 
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room? How can we refuse such baggage?... With the airplane, it would take 
you, me, to Rome! My scarlet flower, angel of paradise! 


He looks shamelessly in the face of the Moorish man, who neither hears nor 
speaks: and has an innocent and cheerful expression, as if he were making 
the most disinterested speeches in the world, and the Moorish man had 
nothing to do with it. 


BELLA BELLA You can't hear me anyway! You're as deaf as a bell... 
The Morescante begins to speak intently with signs to his woman. 


Ruggeretto observes him, detached and courteous, and, like Bella Bella, 
speaks completely innocently as if he were talking about something 
completely different: RUGGERETTO What if we make signs like fortune 
tellers, here? Let's make clouds, 1f we understand better! 


NICOLETTA Says what stuff it's about, where you have it... 
SCINTILLONE And here, oh, I'll let you see it right away... 


He goes out through the half-open door: he takes the material and comes 
back in a flash. She holds in her arms a bundle of five or six hunting rifles, 
and cartridges, cartridge belts, game bags. 


The Moorish man gives a frown and heads towards the room where 
Nicoletta used to sleep: everyone follows him, in procession. 


Once they enter the room, Scintillone throws the bundle of weapons on the 
dirty bed. Then one by one he takes the various pieces of the goods like a 
lawyer. 

SPARKLING I'm from the brand... You see it, yes? 

Gently lift a musket between your fingers. 

SPARKLING Look, feel how light they are... 


He throws himself on a game bag, grabs it, caresses it. 


32 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava SCINTILLONE Feel that leather... 
The Moresca observes the goods more silently than ever. 


SCINTILLONE So what do we want to do? He said if he wants it, he steals 
it, as much as he gives us: this makes me go crazy! 


Nicoletta starts a new intense dialogue with the Morescante; then translates: 
NICOLETTA She says it's difficult stuff, that you have to keep it still for a 
long time... It's also stuff that you can recognize... It's not underwear... We 
also need to change the serial number... She said what do you say all you 
want... If it's convenient, maybe put it aside and wait for the opportunity... 


SCINTILLONE To Ruggere, what do you think? 


He speaks to Ruggeretto, sly and expressionless, as if he were saying the 
words of a ritual. Ruggeretto has a nervous outburst, which 1s also ritual. 


RUGGERETTO There's little to think about! It's six hundred thousand lire 
de rohha: what, do you want less than two hundred sacks? 


BELLA BELLA This isn't a bit of blasphemy anyway! Come on down! 


Meanwhile Nicoletta, with gestures, is translating the request to the 
Moresca. She then translates the answer back into words. 


NICOLETTA He says he shouldn't go to war with anyone! If he likes them, 
he likes them to earn a few lira... he said when he gave you fifty thousand, 
it's already too much... 


RUGGERETTO Look, we didn't ask you for anything about yours, you 
know! Two hundred thousand lire is a big deal: even a one-eyed person can 
see it, what a profit! 


He spoke darkly. The usual dialogue follows between Nicoletta and the 
Moresca, and then the translation. 
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price, he said. With fifty thousand, he said you both look good... 


BELLA BELLA Yes, in prison... 
15 


The moment is solemn: the silence of lust hangs around. The moresca is 
placing five thousand sheets of paper on the bed, one by one, almost 
covering it. 


Everyone mentally counts the red moons one by one: there are twenty: one 
hundred thousand lire. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL O Lord! You give a deaf mute a lot of money 
and you don't give me, because I'm Bella Bella! 


Ruggeretto gives a sharp tap with the back of his hand to the grana pancotta 
on the bed, and acts like a great gentleman, regardless of the money, 
addressing Scintillone: 


RUGGERETTO To Scintillone, put the money in your pocket! 


Scintillone packs up the messy stuff and puts it in his pumpkin, all satisfied 
and hasty. Anna is overcome by a sudden, victorious fury. 


ANNA 'Namo, 'namo, 'namo! Let's hurry! Take me back to the holy land! 
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« The voice of the flesh is: "Do not be hungry, do not be thirsty, do not be 
cold": whoever has these, or is confident in having them, can compete in 
happiness with God. » Epicurus, Ethics 


Bella Bella gets into the car, all optimistic and in the mood for 34 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - The good night acrobatics, enters through the window, 
like a cat. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Oppela! 


The car sets off, drives along the avenue lost among dirt roads, bushes and 
shabby houses. But he hasn't even gone two hundred meters when 
Ruggeretto suddenly hits the brake pedal and slams on the brakes. 


He opens the door and jumps to the ground. 
NICOLETTA And what are you doing now? What, is he stupid? 
CRUCIFIED Je must have taken a shit! 


Ruggeretto runs towards the wall of a house a little better than the others. 
Behind this low wall there is a large bush full of roses: red, fresh, as big as 
broccoli. They burst with life and joy on that beautiful spring evening. 
Straight, trrumphant against the sky of the miserable, clear and still full of 
light. 


Ruggeretto climbs up the uneven wall, with the pieces of crumbling rubble, 
and, stretching out like a snake, reaches out towards the roses, and begins to 
tear some of them. 


Then he jumps off the wall, with a leap backwards, and returns holding a 
dazzling bouquet in his hand. 


RUGGERETTO A bit of perfume, right? In the midst of so much stink! 


Then Bella Bella also suddenly jumps out of the car, Scintillone, also taken 
by the idea, follows him. They run like kids towards the wall, climb up, 
throw themselves onto the bush swollen with roses that hang red like blood 
on all sides. 


They begin cheerfully, the looting. 


BELLA BELLA A Scintillo, pijeme that... Look at that drink! I couldn't get 
there... See how many there are... 


Scintillone, laughing, turns sideways towards Nicoletta. 
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NICOLETTA How stupid you are! 

Bella Bella corrects the boy's naive enthusiasm with a little 

of irony 

BELLA BELLA See how fresh it is! 


After having picked a beautiful bouquet of roses for one, they jump down 
from the wall and go towards the car. 


Crocefissa looks at Bella Bella loaded with roses. 
CRUCIFIX What, are you enjoying them for dinner tonight? 


The two friends get into the car: and throw the roses at Crocefissa and the 
others. However, they keep one and put it in their buttonhole: two or three 
others, Bella Bella, stretching over the backrest, places them against the 
glass in front of her, putting the stems in the ashtray. 


ANNA See how beautiful they are! Don't they seem fake to you, in 
Crocefi? 


Smell it, smell it, smell it... 

He makes Crocefissa smell them, who also aspires to be a little romantic. 
ANNA It really feels like spring! 
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Evening falls. Some first lights are coming on, in the still quite clear air. 


Ruggeretto, Anna and Scintillone are sitting in front; behind, Nicoletta, 
Bella Bella and Crocefissa. 


Among the bruised roses, Ruggeretto turns to Scintillone as well as Anna, 
as if she didn't exist. 


RUGGERETTO Aoh, are we returning to Rome so heavy? 
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this? 'No snippet if it always happens! Anyway, everyone is their own beast, 
eh, Bella Well? 


Bella Bella - asked out of hand by Scintillone - begins to sing, but embraces 
Nicoletta and holds her tightly against him. 


Ruggeretto takes off my gas a little, looking around. I'm at the point where 
Crocefissa had laughed all that way on the way out, at the beautiful memory 
of the bully. He spots a small road that goes into the countryside and takes 
it. 


RUGGERETTO Come on, young people! Lifeboats in the sea! 
He slams on the brakes in the thickets: and everyone gets out. 


In the first shadow of the evening, what peace! what a good smell! spring 
has loaded elms, elders, gaggies with greenery and flowers: the grass 1s 
fresh and thick, the reeds green. The sky is clear with the first stars on one 
side and the last sun on the other. 


ANNA Aoh, long friendship and clear agreements! Let's agree first: you 
know what you've done is wasting the day, right? In the meantime, you 
have to give us ten bags, we've made you sell the stuff... 
RUGGERETTO Oh, the marfidata! Look what you have to do here 


good guys, you know! We know what awaits you. 


CRUCIFIED I can really see! 


They leave in no particular order towards the countryside, further inland. 
The small road becomes a muddy track, still with patches of rainwater. The 
six must line up in single file to pass under a canopy scented with blooming 
lime trees. Scintillone impatiently pushes Crocefissa. 


SPARKLE And pass, and move on! 


While the women move forward, walking carefully in the mud so as not to 
dirty their shoes, Scintillone turns to the other two companions, with a 
breath of voice, and making himself understood more with his expression 
than with words. 
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and then sct sct... 


He makes a half-whistle with his mouth, and with his hands the sign of 
someone cutting the rope: almost angrily. 


SPARKLING Well, shall we give the money to them? 
BELLA BELLA I believe you! 


They immediately understood each other. With reassuring and honest faces, 
they reach the three tears, under the increasingly thick canopy of the lime 
trees, whose white flowers cover the mud. 


Scintillone pats Anna's shoulder. 

SPARKLING Beautiful, my fairy! 

And Ruggeretto to Crocefissa: 

RUGGERETTO Come on, I'll take you in my arms... 

In fact, he picks her up, and carries her for a while, along the little road: but 


then he immediately gets bored, and lets her go at once, continuing 
resolutely. 


RUGGERETTO Enough! 

Nicoletta looks around: the place seems quite far from the road now. 
NICOLETTA Let's stop here, shall we go? 

BELLA BELLA But walk, walk! Breathe some of this pure air! 


Listen! Aaaaah! She reaches up to your heels when you breathe! As much 
as I like the countryside, with the daisies... 


He takes a few steps almost running. 


The others follow, turn beyond a large thicket, and in a meadow a flock 
appears, with the shepherd. 
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ANNA Iiih, the sheep! "Let's go, Crocefi... Let's take one away! 


He takes Crocefissa by the hand and takes her with him across the meadow, 
towards the sheep. 


BELLA BELLA Be careful, those are sheep! 


ANNA Yes, I don't care a lot about sheep... I wanted to tell you: stay safe, 
because those are fools... Aoh, let's not be stupid, and let's see who we are... 
Iniih, the sheepleee! 


They arrive among the sheep and begin to play with them, pulling them by 
the wool and caressing them. 


ANNA Have you understood, yes, what I want to tell you? Doggy style, 
what do you call this? Rosina? 


Indicates a gross pregnancy. 


ANNA You see that one, she can't walk anymore! 


Ruggeretto and company arrive among the flock: Scintillone takes her by 
the arm and drags her away, all courteous and respectable. 


SCINTILLONE Anna, out of kindness, come with us, return to the 
Christians! 


The flock, excited by all those strangers, scatters: and the sheepherder tries 
to restore the order of the Bible with stones and whistles. 


Bella Bella, who had remained on the sidelines for a while, sternly chases a 
stray sheep back into the middle of the flock. 


BELLA BELLA Grab the grass! To magnapane treacherously! 


The six continue, after Bella Bella, and reach the slope, at the edge of a 
thick grove of acacias. 


RUGGERETTO See what an oasis! 
39 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Saying this, he takes Crocefissa by the 
arm and takes her towards the grove: it's time for each couple to choose 
their own path and their own little place. 


RUGGERETTO 'Let's go! Let's track this grass, go! 


Crocefissa lets herself be carried away a little annoyed. Crocefissa follows 
him good-naturedly, like an old hand in the trade: but she has a bitter look. 


CRUCIFIED Aoh, what? Have you ever seen sheep? 
Anna runs and stomps on the grass. 
CRUCIFIED Anyway, I haven't cut much grass! 


And saying this he sighs. Ruggeretto has no mercy. 


RUGGERETTO Poor sheep! You've removed yourself from magna, cutting 
the grass: you're worse than Attila, you are! 


They take a few steps in silence, already deep inside the bush, among the 
low boxwood bushes. Crocefissa is always bitter in tone. 


CRUCIFIED Well, he should have died, then he would be reborn! That if 
I'm reborn... I'll suffer little from hunger! I make myself a nice bucket and 
go to the nuns' house every day to ask for soup... But on the pavement, 
Crocefissa doesn't fit anymore! 


She seems very resolute in affirming this right-thinking aspiration of hers. 
Ruggeretto doesn't take it seriously at all: no more sidewalk, but: 


RUGGERETTO All bedrooms! 


CRUCIFIED Eeeh, my poor father! I was the only, only girl... he cared a lot 
about me... At this time, if he was still in this world, do you know it was 
me? School teacher! Now I was calm, behind a chair, I made those four 
hours my own... in peace of God... 


Instead, I'm still here! ten kilometers from Rome, in the middle of a 40 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - The night on the meadow, together with a criminal... 
Well, when death comes upon me... it won't come at all! 


Ruggeretto doesn't even listen to her, searching around to find the right 
place. And yawns. 


RUGGERETTO Well, everyone has their own cross! Let's put them here! 


In fact he saw a bunk in the bushes, with some newspapers spread out and 
crushed on the grass. 


RUGGERETTO Mettemose sur Coriere dei Piccoli! 


They sit down at the newspapers and look at each other for a moment, for 
the first time. He gives her a smack on the cheek: she smiles, both like an 
old slut and a little girl full of fantasies. 


Meanwhile, Bella Bella and Nicoletta are also looking for a place. 
NICOLETTA Where should we go? 


Bella Bella doesn't respond, but weighs her up, with an avid look: BELLA 
BELLA What a feral salute, what a ciai, to Nicolé! What, fields a hundred 
years? And who's going to kill you? Not even penicillin... Come here, my 

soul! 


And he holds it against his side, greedily, in a naughty way. Immediately, 
like this, she lies down where she 1s, pulling the mecca with her. 


NICOLETTA What, are you stupid? Here are the nettles! 
BELLA BELLA What nettles! what nettles! I eat nettles! 


Nicoletta, then, all argumentative and attentive, crouches next to him: and 
they are silent for a while. 


BELLA BELLA What beautiful long hair, bye, Nicole! 

Al 
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Then with sudden, violent irony: 

BELLA BELLA Let me see your teeth! 


With that ferocious irony of his, Bella Bella starts to look at her teeth, as if 
at a horse for sale, but she, with a sudden jerk, like a beast, gives him a bite. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Ouch! 


He shakes his bitten hand, grimacing in pain, which immediately turns into 
a smile. 


BELLA BELLA Come here, hold me close... Feel what peace... what 
silence... 


In fact you can only hear frogs singing, calmly and heartily. 
BELLA BELLA The song of the frogs! Feel feel... 
He listens for a while, entranced. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL What beautiful days, eh! Tomorrow must be 
even better than today! 'A day precisely those that make your heart happy... 
I see it give heaven... 


Then, with a twist: 


BELLA BELLA What, do you like fried frogs? 


In the meantime, Scintillone and Anna have also found a place among the 
thickets, under a large tree full of shiny leaves: Scintillone is holding Anna 
in his arms, and is kissing her hard, almost angrily on the neck. 


ANNA Ah, you're hurting me! What, no you tycoon today? 
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know that A' likes you? 


Anna 1s a little touched by Scintillone's harsh but heartfelt compliment: and 
she acts a bit cuddly: 


ANNA I believe you! You're not the first to tell me that! Scintillone gives 
her another cannibal's kiss on her neck. 


SPARKLING But I would stop you... from what you do! Because you, if 
you see that you weren't born to live this life!... Goodbye to those eyes, who 
truly infatuate the man... 


He is silent for a while, resuming roughing her. Anna is pathetic. 


ANNA How stupid I am! Every time they tell me the same words you say 
to me, I believe it! I always fool myself! 


Scintillone kisses her, while the sun, behind the branches, sends its last 
tender rays. 
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It's already almost dark: the tow stands out like a dark spot, against the dark 
spots of the bushes, in the middle of the muddy road that leads to Portuense. 


There is a great silence around: the evening peace that descends on the 
countryside as night falls. 


Suddenly, however, behind the bushes, you can hear voices, shouts, 
laughter: this laughter, as it gets closer, becomes louder, louder, more 
violent. 


BELLA BELLA, RUGGERETTO, SPARKLING Uah, uah, uah, ah, ah! 


They are laughs that have something forced, treacherous: they rub against 
the throat, they come out foolishly, more than laughter they are screams. 


And here the three companions appear from behind the bushes, running like 
demons. Even their running has something forced, unnatural 43 
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They drive along the little road, arriving shot at the car, always busting their 
guts with laughter. 


BELLA BELLA Datte, Scintillo! Choirs! 
GLITTER Way to go! 


RUGGERETTO Run away! they want the money! 


Still letting out those screaming laughs, they get into the car, slam the 
doors, drive off, take the Portuense. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, I was about to swear eternal love for her! 
And down, more laughter, everyone, while the car goes at full speed. 
SCINTILLONE A Ruggere! 

He is unable to move forward, overcome by giggling. 


SPARKLING Do you know what I did? I made you take off your shoes, I 
said: "Take off your shoes!" » - so as not to hurt me later... She asked me 

why, and I said: «I'll tell you later! »: As if you took her away, I took her, 
and I threw her over a tree! 


Ride, ride... 
19 


The car drives along Via Portuense, now in sight of EUR: you can see the 
white buildings rising up, surrounded by rows of lights. 


Bella Bella, sprawled on his seat, screams his usual song. 


He interrupts himself and turns his calm eyes full of paragulagism around: 
BELLA BELLA Aoh, but you won't do the same thing to me, eh! You'll 
understand when I leave you! 
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disgusted. 


RUGGERETTO Aoh what do you expect aoh? 


BELLA BELLA I don't know! I've been walking around with you all day... 


At a certain point, if you've made the deal, it's all about me, you know! You 
even made me zompa from the windows! Ten thousand, do you want to 
give it to me? 


SPARKLING You're good, you are! But thank God if we give you the 
money for the tranve, go away! 


Bella Bella begins to take vinegar, sitting up in her seat: BELLA BELLA 
Aoh, money on the tram! I travel by taxi, you know! Zt! Pe' 


your body I gave up on accompanying my aunt, you know that, yes? 


Not even after she died did you pay me any respect... that poor woman, who 
was better than a mother, for me! RUGGERETTO Maybe another time! 
You'll make up for it with your uncle! 


Bella Bella acts righteously indignant but also calm and reasonable. 
BELLA BELLA Aoh, forget about the people in my house! I don't know 
like you, you know! I was raised as it should be, I was taught education! 
RUGGERETTO If! They grew you like a flower! 


BELLA BELLA I, on my own initiative, would never have allowed myself 
to do what you did to those three wretches! Remember: if I did it, I did it 
for you! I understand that we sucked, but you don't! I'm ashamed of it... 


SCINTILLONE What do you want, can we take you back to apologize? 
This is a pleasure that you can do! 


BELLA BELLA Yes, if they pijano me they'll lynch me! What, do you 
want me to die with a nice dress on? And then we don't like kids until 
they're joking... You got fifty thousand each... when you gave me five 
thousand each, what, are you ruined? 
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thousand lire, can give you a thousand lire, that's right for the sake of 
living! 


RUGGERETTO Oh, fifty thousand lire yours! What, do you dream of them 
at night, you, fifty thousand? I like the idea! Why, you too, are acting 
deluded like this, now? 


SPARKLING How? I didn't understand correctly! What do you say? Speak 
clearly, speak! Speak Italian, like me! 


RUGGERETTO Aoh, but look, you made an appearance, you know! I 
know who risked it! 


He is silent for a moment, completely absorbed in the warmth of his own 
conviction: dark-faced, like Scintillone. 


RUGGERETTO I'll give you twenty-five thousand, and go and make a 
dress, you're dirty and disgusting! 


Scintillone taps with concentrated force on the pocket where he put the 
money: 


SPARKLING Aoh, look, I've got music in my pocket!... 


But it stops suddenly. He remained dry, as if he had developed syncope. 
Then he screams, like a tiger. 


SPARKLE Aoh! Money! Stop, stop! Stop a while!-... 


Ruggeretto brakes suddenly: the car is motionless on the deserted road. 
Scintillone rummages in his pockets. 


SCINTILLONE Mannaggia is death! He stole them all from me! 
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Along the avenue, between the ancient walls and the escarpment, where 
Scintillone and Ruggeretto had picked up the women that afternoon - 


now the three companions walk seriously, with their hands in their pockets, 
silent and furious. They look around, always searching. There, at Porta San 
Sebastiano, there is a fountain, on the corner. A woman is waiting, 46 
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embankment.. Ruggeretto and his friends look at her and head towards her, 
with the air of customers. 


RUGGERETTO Tell me... I haven't seen them tonight Crucified with 
Anna? 


Mondana No, they can't be here anymore at this time... they work during the 
day! 


RUGGERETTO Damn! I don't know if I can track you down? 
So do they live at least one’... 


MUNDANE But they sleep in a boarding house... in sublet... Sometimes 
they stay at the station, sometimes in Porta Pia... And whoever understands, 
that's where they go! 


SCINTILLONE Don't you know anyone who can direct us to them? 
The socialite, good until now, is starting to taste like vinegar. 


MUNDANE Aboh, I'm here to work, you know, I'm not the information 
office! 


SCINTILLONE Iiih, did we ask you to borrow ten thousand lire? 
We only told you if you could do us a favor! 


WORLDLY Pleasures are dead! Pleasures are dead! And then in this world 
there is only room for those who mind their own business! 


A truck arrives, loaded with artichokes, headed for the Mercati Generali: it 
stops, and the driver, sticking his head out like a snail, doesn't have time to 


say his opinion: 
DRIVER A beautiful! Can you give me an autograph... 


He doesn't have time to finish the joke, and she doesn't have time to answer 
him: "In front!" "", than a crash of scrap metal preceded by one of those 
brakes that make people turn around even in distant streets with the faces of 
those who think: "Oh, come on, hunchback! », Or « This time we're here », 
she abruptly puts an end to that brief meeting. 


An Innocenti ended up against the truck from behind, getting stuck between 
the wheels: and now it is there, stopped, after making so much noise, 47 
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But instead there are many people running around, all curious and excited, 
partly with fear and partly with the hope that the dead man has escaped. 
Hookers arrive waving their bags, mechanics in overalls, serious passers-by, 
all in a hurry. 


Ruggeretto, Scintillone and Bella Bella are already there with the socialite 
of Piaceri Morti, aware and participating in everything that has happened. 


There are a man and a woman inside the car, she with her beard up, 
abandoned on the seat, he with his head down, appearing to be sleeping on 
the steering wheel. Both of them fainted. A car immediately stops nearby, 
with two young men: they open the doors of the Innocenti, take the woman 
out and load her into their car, among the people who help them. And they 
set off straight away, with their foot on the gas and their hand on the horns. 


BELLA BELLA If you see that those became sailors, first the women and 
then the men... 


But in the meantime people feel in a state of mind full of altruism, they get 
busy: "We need to take this one to the hospital too." » « serious. » 


« Who's there in the car. » « Who doesn't have a car. "'" It's urgent. » 


One goes: 


ONE Whose car is that over there? What are you waiting for, what are you 
bleeding to death? 


The car indicated is the only one that is still there: the tow truck of the three 
buddies. The socialite of Piaceri Morti raises her voice, screams, makes 
herself heard. 


WONDERFUL It's one of these, it's one of these, this car! Come on, what 
are you waiting for, are you three only good at going for sluts? Are you 
backing out? 


Without waiting for anything else, two or three meddlers pull the man out 
of the gutted Innocenti and carry him, as if they had never done anything 
else in their lives, towards the car of the three cronies. One takes the gold 
glasses that fell off the wounded man, and puts them on his nose, while he 
moans with his eyes closed. 


Scintillone and his companions go after the small group of saviors, with the 
socialite behind them singing with screams and chatter, and the 48 
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are increasingly crowded around the accident, who chat, comment, watch 
and experience. 


Scintillone and the others, without having time to speak, find the injured 
fake inside their car, and there 1s a whole fuss between them and the 
benefactors: "Come on, hurry up, do this, do that, go to San Giovanni, no, 
go to the Polyclinic. » 


SPARKLING There you go, we've got it sorted. 


They get into the car and off they go, with their foot on the gas and their 
hand on the horns, which are those on the bridge over the River Kwai. 


pal 
« Whoever wins, in whatever situation he has won, never feels ashamed. »» 


N. Machiavelli, quoted from memory 


They run, naturally fired up, but not too much, through the streets of Rome: 
a small alley between walls, arches and starry sky, Via Gallia between the 
buildings with the last traffic that disorganizes. 


Bella Bella takes a look at the wounded man, raises his head a little, 
observes him, makes a face as if to say "I don't know", his eyes glaze over, 
he thinks, takes the glasses off the unconscious wounded man and puts 
them on. . 


It has a twinkle. 


BELLA BELLA Damn, how one-eyed you are! You suck! You can't see us 
at all! You went to the troop on purpose! 


Scintillone and Ruggeretto also look at their protégé, sternly. 


SPARKLING They make me angry, these dandi. If they go to get drunk on 
the premises, and then get people into trouble! 


RUGGERETTO Look how dry he is! But we couldn't go without a 
minestrone, damn him! 


SPARKLING What, is he dead? Aoh, take a look! 
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mouth is dissatisfied. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, if he's dead I'll be sorry! I am afraid of the dead! 
Aoh, I'm moving on, I'm not close to this! 


Ruggeretto who 1s driving looks at the injured man in the mirror. 


RUGGERETTO But what a dead man! Can't you see that he's going: «aah» 
« 


aaaah >». 


In fact, a slight moan comes out of the wounded man's mouth. Bella Bella is 
reassured. 


BELLA BELLA Ah, well! 


And he also remembers that he has his glasses on his nose: he takes them 
off and looks at them. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, how golden are these glasses, aoh! Yes, yes, I'm 
golden! 


Handsome! I like them myself! 
SCINTILLONE Famme see what's in the bag, oh! 


The wounded man moans a little louder. Bella Bella quickly jumps to look 
in his pockets, and at the same time looks at his face too. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Oh, don't complain, the little one! 


But the car suddenly skids, takes a bend at eighty an hour, heads towards 
some consumptive gardens in those parts. Ruggeretto has understood 
everything, and is looking for a good pizzo. Here there is a big wall and a 
bit of grass underneath, beyond the gardens. It seems there isn't a soul. 
Ruggeretto jumps out of the car. 


RUGGERETTO Give it! 


They take the wounded man and lift him onto their shoulders: they are 
about to put him on the little bit of grass under the wall, when they realize 
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is, there is a naughty old man sleeping. 


RUGGERETTO Further down, come on! 


The wall makes a curve, there is a kind of tower, always with a dark road in 
front, and, beyond the road, in the small gardens at the end, the rows of 


lights from the stairs of a bunch of buildings shine. 
Here, under the tower, a small piece of stinking lawn. 
RUGGERETTO Let's put it here in the light! Come on! 


They take away his wallet, his watch, his ring, the chain isn't there, then 
Bella Bella takes off his shoes. Then, to put all that stuff in, they also take 
off his head the little hat he has there, one of those little gray checkered hats 
with a narrow brim and a little feather. Bella Bella hugs his stolen goods 
close to his chest and sets off at a brisk pace, cutting through the shade of 
the gardens. 


SCINTILLONE Does your uncle give us a hundred bags for this stuff? Yes? 
'Fifty bags per person, in short, we can do it! 


Bella Bella suddenly darkens, already stubborn, a bastard like a little boy. 


BELLA BELLA Aoh, to Vincenzo! Fifty bags! Look, if there's anyone in 
charge here, it's me! I do the parts as I please! I know I saw the clock first, I 
know I put my hands in my pocket! Otherwise you would have taken him to 
the hospital, to the Red Cross! And you, my callus, you want fifty bags! 
Let's play! I'll do the parts here! 


SPARKLING Aoh, boy! 
He suddenly becomes scary-threatening. 


SPARKLING Are you really drunk? What did you do, she gave you gold on 
your head? 
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that mean face, you don't scare me, you know! I've got the stuff in my 
hands, and I'll play with it as I please! 


SPARKLING What are you saying? We're killing each other here, but you 
can do what I say! 


Bella Bella buzzes the discussion, turns his back on Scintillone, acting all 
cheerful and indifferent, and is about to go on his way: in fact, he starts 
whistling. 


Ruggeretto takes advantage of the fact that Bella Bella, by leaving so he 
doesn't see them, and elbows Scintillone with an understanding gesture, 
who, blind with rage, is about to throw himself on Bella Bella. 


RUGGERETTO Just a moment! Here Iam too! And you know what I'm 
telling you? May the stuff return to the owner! 


At this outburst, Bella Bella stops, turns and lets out a forced, mocking 
laugh in Ruggeretto's face. 


BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Uah, uah! How crazy is this! What, have you 
converted to Christianity? 


RUGGERETTO Listen, Bella Bé, look, I'm not even joking. 
nothing, me! I've had scruples! We sucked, you know it! 


Bella Bella, even more decisively than before, makes the move to walk 
away, to leave them alone. 


BELLA BELLA Look, I'm not going to sleep in Girardengo! 

What, are you telling me the story of Romeo and Juliet? 'Namo, 'namo, 
‘let's go! I'll soak you! HI! 

With a sprint Ruggeretto reaches him and stands in front of him. 
RUGGERETTO Wretch, don't move from here! I'll kill you, you know! 
Look, I was serious! I'm not a beast like you, you know! 
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me! 


She gives him a push with her hand on his chest and starts walking again, 
intending to slip away. 


RUGGERETTO So you're looking for a beating? 


He reaches him again, and grabs him by the collar. Bella Bella gets rid of it 
with a violent jerk. 


BELLA BELLA And go away! 


Ruggeretto then leaves immediately, and the fight begins. Bella Bella tries 
to defend himself, but the stuff he holds tightly in his hand prevents him 
from defending himself: at first he doesn't want to let 1t go, but then two or 
three well-directed punches, in the stomach and chin, convince him: he 
drops the stuff and tries to defend himself, enraged like a beast. 


Scintillone catches the hat with the stuff: Ruggeretto gives two more 
unfortunate punches to Bella Bella, who remains there, against a wall, half 
shocked. 


Ruggeretto then heads towards the car, followed by Scintillone with the full 
cap in his hand. 


RUGGERETTO So if he learns! 'Let's go! Raise your heels! A Scintillo! 
Choirs! 


Scintillone remains a little behind, walking much calmer. 
RUGGERETTO What matters to us has yet to be born, eh Scintillo? 
Scintillone, silent, stays further and further behind, until at the height of a 
side street, he sees some taxis at the end, in a wide street: he takes it, and 


suddenly takes that road, without Ruggeretto, ahead, noticing. 


He arrives, running at full throttle, in front of a taxi, opens the door and gets 
in, shouting to the taxi driver: 


GLITTER Sink! Take me to San Lorenzo! I'm going to buy it soon! 
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The dead woman's room. The dead woman is no longer there. What remains 
is the photograph, the flowers, the empty bed. 


A trio of women are sitting there, keeping their relatives company: the 
conversations are over: it's time for the rosary. One approaches the 
Moresca, sitting between the Maries, mutters something in his ear, the 
Moresca looks around pitifully, gets up and goes out. 


He goes into the corridor, followed by the buzz of the rosary: here is 
Scintilone, with the dead man. 


MOSCIARELLA Ah! Enter... 


He leads the way towards the kitchen, they enter, they are standing facing 
each other. Mosciarella speaks contritely. 


MOSCIARELLA I command you, speak slowly... So, where's the matter? 
Scintillone frees the stuff from a bundle of newspapers in which he put it. 
SCINTILLONE You, look at her! 


MOSCIARELLA Is this all the stuff? As? You said you had a bunch of 
them! 


SPARKLONE Ah, look, this isn't a lot of money, you know! 


If you want it pija, spit as much as you give me, if it suits me, if not I'll 
leave! 


He has great patience. 


Mosciarella contemplates the goods for a long time, then good good: 
MOSCIARELLA It's good, I see it... But we need to see if it's all good 
gold... 
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about? What, can't you see? 


The Mosciarella, thus brutalized, is good, good. 


MOSCIARELLA You're right, my son, but I too have to mind my own 
business... I can't buy with my eyes closed! Eh! This is a little thing I'm 
saying... 


SCINTILLONE In Mosciarée, listen, if I want people to pray, I'm not 
coming to pray to you! If you want it, you want it, if not I salute you 
handsomely, and 


I'll do this thing to someone else... 


MOSCIARELLA Leave her here, no then up there, 'at night? Tomorrow 
morning, when you get up, you'll go for a walk... If it's okay with me, you'll 
no longer be deaf, and goodnight... you're happy, I'm happy... SPARKLING 
No, no, aaaa Mosciare! The stuff in one hand, the deaf in the other hand! 


The careless and hasty expression turns into an expression of almost angry 
anxiety: 


SPARKLE Tonight, I need the money, not tomorrow! Tomorrow I'll bang 
them here! 


He gives himself a violent slap with his palm against his forehead. 
MOSCIARELLA If you need ten thousand lire, I can give it to you. 


meanwhile... 


SPARKLING Listen: I want two hundred thousand... one on top of the 
other... whoever I give it to, I give it to, they throw the money at me... 


He picks up the stuff again. 
SPARKLING So, what are you doing? 
Mosciarella takes it back from him again and contemplates it again. 


MOSCIARELLA All right, I trust your word... In any case, I can give you 
fifty thousand lire right away, without making a fuss... 
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funeral, are you going to make me pay for it? 


But if you don't know how to do business, you will die of hunger! But what 
a pipe! 


He takes the stuff back again. 

MOSCIARELLA Guard, come here... 

He removes his wallet, bulging with money, from inside his jacket. 
Sparkle turned it on. 

MOSCIARELLA Fifty thousand like that! 


He makes the gesture of throwing the sheets one on top of the other, wetting 
his thumb with saliva. 


SPARKLE None! You owe me two hundred sacks! 
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Mosciarella's hands are placing five thousand bills one on top of the other 
on the kitchen table: he counts to twenty. Twenty red moons: one hundred 


thousand lire. 


MOSCIARELLA The world is empty! I don't know you, and you don't 
know me! And I remind you, go slowly down the stairs... 


SPARKLING You know me, don't you? 


He stares at Mosciarella, stroking his face between his thumb and 
forefinger: 


SCINTILLONE You can't find someone like Scintillone in the square of 
Rome! 


They calmly walk towards the door and go out into the corridor. Here they 
are welcomed, low but powerful, by the murmur of the rosary, which 
becomes louder when they pass in front of the door, and the crowd of 
women praying in the room can be glimpsed. I'm in front of the front door. 
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Scintillone! And 'another time she doesn't cheat on me... Have you seen, 
yes? Only I pay them, these prices... 


GLITTER Don't worry! Stay well, in Mosciareé... 


He is about to open the door, when it, pushed from the outside, opens wide, 
and Bella Bella appears in the doorway, all tense and agile. 


BELLA BELLA Pijassi the terni ar lotto, me, how do I find who I'm 
looking for! 


An instant of silence: two ora pro nobis are heard loud and clear. Bella 
Bella's mouth suddenly curves into a grimace of disgust. 


BELLA BELLA Uncle, who came to sell to you? 


Mosciarella immediately eases the movement. 


MOSCIARELLA A little gold... a watch, a pair of glasses... 


BELLA BELLA I believe you! Five minutes ago, I had it in my hand! 
You're good! How much did you give me? 


MOSCIARELLA One hundred bags! 

BELLA BELLA It's worth it! 

You close the door behind you and lean on it. 

BEAUTIFUL BEAUTIFUL Now what should we do? What do we do? 


New silence: the hum of the rosary can still be heard, but then this too ends 
with an "amen", and in the dead woman's apartment there is only silence. 


MOSCIARELLA Why, what is it? 
Bella Bella raises his voice only a little, looking crudely at Scintillone. 
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straight, he wanted! 


MOSCIARELLA Ssssst! Now everything will be fixed! Eh, Scintillo? 
Scintillone makes a slow, patient face, as if it were a joke. 
SPARKLING Why not? And whoever denies it, her part! 


BELLA BELLA You have to excuse me, eh Scintillo?... But as if he were 
saying: every man for himself and God for all! 


SPARKLING Well, here you are thirty-five sacks, that's right! 


He places the bills one by one on a miserable little table nearby. As he has 
finished piling up the due money, Bella Bella slowly reopens the door, 
capricious and overbearing, with the poisonous taste of revenge. 


BELLA BELLA You can go now! Lots! 


SCINTILLONE What I hear from companies, I won't tell you, because 
there's your aunt who just died! 


He goes away. Bella Bella follows him with a sneering look: BELLA 
BELLA Goodbye, dear! 
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An old taxi, with Scintillone inside, is speeding along some crumbled 
streets on the outskirts, on Casilina. From the taxi Scintillone looks out, 
driving the taxi driver. 

SPARKLING Go slowly... 


He looks, and obviously doesn't see who he's looking for: I'm under a 58 
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peeling houses, with internal courtyards all dark. 


SPARKLE Pull over there! I'll come down for a moment, I'll be right back, 
eh! 


He gets out, walks back along the pavement a little, takes a small door and 
finds himself inside a small courtyard, poorly lit, under some dark, high 
walls. There are still some stray kids there. 


SCINTILLONE Boy, had I seen, did Rossana come out? 
BOY Who Rossana? 


SPARKLING That brunette, with long black hair up to here, who lives at 
that window over there... 


BOY The one whose uncle came to have cancer? 


SPARKLING Yes, yes... 


YOUNG BOY She went out with a young man, who always likes her... 
SCINTILLONE Ah... 

He turns on his heel, and manages under the dark vault of the door. 
BOY I know those will be in the meadow! 


Scintillone, bemused, goes towards the taxi, along the dirty pavement, 
thinking. But then a voice, coming out of a small door as dark as the 
entrance to hell, calls him. 


LINA A Scintillo... What, are you looking for me? From the door comes a 
girl who is no longer young, soft as an oyster, almost neckless, with mop 
hair and a sly face, like that of an old woman in life. 


Scintillone greets her, completely courteous, like an old accomplice. 
SPARKLING Aoh, hello, Li'! Do you know when Rossana can be? 
Lina is cunningly eating the leaf. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - The Good Night LINA She left half an hour ago... all 
perfumed... She was panting downwards, towards the coffin of the Golden 
Chicco... with her boyfriend... He must have taken her to pick her up ice- 
cream... 


It is clear that Lina gave all this news while thinking of something else, 
more interesting, always regarding this Rossana. 


GLITTER Thank you, Li'! Sorry, I'm leaving in a hurry... see you later... 


He walks away towards the taxi: but Lina follows him, all undressed as she 
is, walking around the house, slipping, and holding her arms tightly clasped 
under her tinkles, all cold. But you can see that she still has something 
interesting to say. 


LINA Aoh, Scintillo... Say! a little, but it's true... de Rossanaaa... 


He suspends the sentence questioningly, with discretion full of innocent 
expectation. Scintillone is as innocent as an angel. 


SPARKLING Of what? 

LINA 'Well, they told me they saw her on the Tiber... 

Mh! And what you saw there was also good! 

SPARKLING What, didn't he know it was going to end like this? 


Scintillone says this, pretending nothing happened. And Lina is all 
amazement, scandal and competence. 


LINA She was so amazed by the others! It's really true, it's the cleanest 
thing in town! Have you seen all that jealousy of her, of her boyfriend, of 
Eliseo! Woe to those who looked at it! I wanted to put on the veil, so as not 
to get it dirty from the flies! He was always close, all thoughtful, all sweet... 
And now he did it small, I jumped! She makes her walk along the Tiber... 
But she's crazy, you know! 


She disgusts me! Because, if he were a good boy, 'well... 
He presses his ass against that little chubby neck there, and shakes his head. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava SPARKLE A Lina, nowadays there's no 
need to worry about it! We are all subject to trouble in the mud! Let me go, 
to Lina, bye! 


So, Lina watches him hurry away. 


LINA Be like a wolf, wait for the pear to fall from the tree, eh, Scintillo? 
HI! 


He returns towards the black hole of his little door, always a little 


cold with her bare arms against her breasts. 
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The taxi goes time and time again through Casilina, almost deserted, with 
only the old tram creaking along it, and a few motorbikes whizzing by. 


At the bottom on the right, the neon lights of a bar shine, isolated. 


Scintillone stops, and gets out of the taxi, all shaken: SCINTILLONE Stop! 
Wait two minutes, I'm risen! 
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It's a big bar with billiards. It's no longer quite as full as it was on the first 
evening: but there are still various cliques of young men and men who are 
already made but still alive. 


Those who play cards, at the tables, those who play billiards, and those 
who, finally, sit around on chairs, talking with friends. Scintillone goes 
straight towards someone who is leaning against the counter, with his head 
resting caressingly on his big hairy forearms. 


SPARKLING Aaaaa thing, to Franco, who, have you seen Eliseo with 
Rossana? 

FRANCO Those are good!... If you know, go dance, ar Valeria... 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Scintillone is about to go back out, but 
a group of Fijians call him. 


FULVIO Aoh, did they give the amnesty to Scintillo? 


They gather around him, according to old habits: and one slaps him on the 
shoulder, staining his dress a little, another, Sergio, dusts him. 


SERGIO Look at that tunic, what a c1a1! 


FULVIO Eh, this is how the first communion is done, if you marry, and 
soterano! 


SPARKLING Accttoncelli, hands off! And remember: tomorrow 
Scintillone will present himself at this coffin, among all these starving 
deaths, with 


a dress that will make you stay like this.. 


He makes a grimace that indicates their future wonder, then transforms this 
grimace into a grimace of disgust towards them: SPARKLE Aaaaaaah... 
Morons! Ugly! Dirty people! 


Then he changes tone again, becoming all cold and official: he starts with 
Fulvio. 


SPARKLING What are you up to? A coffee? 


Fulvio smiles mischievously with his toothless mouth and pointed nose: 
FULVIO No, while you're offering, a cappuccino with the husbands! 


SCINTILLONE Te? 

SERGIO 'No yoga! 

SCINTILLONE Te? 

AGONIA A cappuccino with husbands for me too! 

Scintillone cranes his neck and raises his voice, all nabob, addressing a 62 
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SCINTILLONE You, in Speranza? What do I offer you? 


NICOLA Whatever you want! 


SCINTILLONE Two cappuccinos, four maritozzi, one yoga, and two 
cognac! 


He takes the stack of red moons out of his pocket and, with calculated 
slowness, under the eyes of his companions, takes a ticket and hands it to 
the cashier. Then, while she waits for the rest: SPARKLING 'Well, now? 
What happened? Don't you talk anymore? FULVIO To Scintillo, do you 
remember that time when we didn't eat for two days, and he offered us a 
digger seltzer? You fell into my arms, just like that! 


He spreads his arms, with a pathetic, priestly air. 


But Scintillone - great - has already turned his back on him, going towards 
the counter, where a roguish waiter calmly begins to serve. 


Nicola also approached, and with him two or three others, attracted by the 
flirtation. 


RENATO Who's offering here? Scintillone? Then you'll pay me tonight! 
I've been lending you that money for four months! 


Scintillone responds dignified and distracted: SCINTILLONE How much 
did you lend me? 


Renato acts like a fagot, with a languid look from below and a small curtsy. 


RENATO Don't tell me you don't remember!... My goodness, what a move 
in money! What, are you Giufre? Mh! 


Scintillone puts the sliver of dough back out of his pocket, while the waiter 
serves the cognac. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava SCINTILLONE Three more cognacs... 
Aoh but did you tycoon today? otherwise cognac will hurt you! 


Then he counts six thousand notes and gives them to Renato. Renato, with a 
look flashing with sincere and at the same time acted joy, takes them 
delicately between his fingers and kisses them. 


RENATO I thought you were lost! Instead you returned to the fold! 


They drink the cognac: Scintillone puts the glass down, takes Fulvio under 
his arm, and takes him a little aside, towards the door, speaking softly, 
almost in his ear, with the air of a benefactor. 


SPARKLING A Fu’, I bet you're blank... 


FULVIO I believe you! If you turn me upside down I won't lose a penny! I 
know 


I quickly borrowed four scudi from my wife to buy two cigarettes! 
Scintillone throws back the usual swag: and gives Fulvio two thousand lire. 
GLITTER You! 

Fulvio opens his mouth in a smile of happiness. 

FULVIO Oh, but I can't give them back to you right away, but I, eh!... 
Scintillone has a shot: 

SCINTILLONE But who returned it. I gave these to you! 


Il Morto shows up in the middle of the pile of Guts, Baga, Provolone, 
Pedalino and Trippacchio who have shown off all his charm from the 
beginning, despite playing billiards. 


THE DEAD What, are you the Befana? Here's a few cents in your pocket, 
and you'll do all this nonsense! 


SPARKLONE But what a cheap, dry ugly! I'll get you drunk, I'll drown 
you, now! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava He throws the loot out of his pocket, 
beautiful and inert and heavy. 


SPARKLING Well, look at them carefully, you'll never see such grain 
again! 


He takes it, and with the air of an ancient gentleman, slams it against his 
face, clap on one cheek, clap on the other. 


Za 


« On this side of the Styx there are no slaves, no freedom, no emperors. Not 
even rich or poor..." Seneca 


The taxi runs along the Portonaccio bridge, on the Tiburtina, under sleeping 
skyscrapers and scrap metal warehouses. Turn left, down a dark road, 
between small factories and warehouses: another small crossroad, again to 
the left, and you can see the lights of a small dance hall, called the 
"Valeria", glimmering sadly against the smooth rear walls of the 
skyscrapers. ». 


SPARKLING Wait a little longer, eh... In the meantime, smoke 
'na cigarette... 


He throws him an almost entire package, and starts dancing. The room is 
small, a track in the centre, some columns, a few aluminum chairs around it, 
the walls, red, painted a bit in cartoons, a bit like Picasso. 


There are few people. As Scintillone, all chic, enters, full of money and 
hope, he immediately falls in love with Rossana: tall, big, brunette, with 
long hair. 


She is dancing a tango with the famous Eliseo: but she too immediately 
falls in love with Scintillone and they exchange a brief greeting, a winking 
nod. 


Scintillone remains standing at the back of the room watching Rossana 
dance the tango, international style. 


As the dance ends, Rossana and Eliseo go towards a table, at the end of the 
room, next to Scintillone. Eliseo - a rather small and miserable boy, a little 
shaggy, but with rough hair, 65 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava e tutto malandro - sees him and greets 
him affably. 


ELISEO A Scintillo, are you alone? Place the table here WITH us... 


Rossana looks at him, all cuddly, silent, with a straight face that never ends, 
but absolutely reserved... Scintillone goes to sit at the table with them. 


SPARKLING Do you drink anything? Barman! 
ELISEO How is it, did you go out alone? 
SPARKLONE Ah, I came here by mistake, just to see some friends... 


Eliseo dries his chest with his handkerchief, and taking his trousers between 
his fingertips, he waves them. 


ELISEO Kill, as if he's sweating! Fffff!... 
SPARKLING Are you doing well, Elise? I see you all laughing, all happy... 


The allusion to what Lina said is clear: but Scintillone's tone is entirely 
sincere and mellow. 


ELISEO Well! You do what you can! The world is made for the good! 
GLITTER Bye reason, bye! Eeeeh, as long as he's there, he's still alive! 
At this point in the conversation, a sleepy waiter shows up. 


Scintillone is all master of pocket and soul. 


SPARKLING What are you drinking? 
ELISEO To me 'na bira! You, Rossané? 


Saying this, he gives her a slap, like the tamer with his beast, and she 
becomes even more cuddly and mushy. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - The Good Night ROSSANA 'Well, I'll take a little 
drink of your beer... 


SPARKLING But no! Three beers... 


The waiter is preparing to serve. Eliseo is always completely worldly: 
ELISEO AND Ruggero? what does he do? 


SPARKLING Sleeps! 
LISEO Quer fijo de 'na ballerina! He had to give me three dibs! 


SPARKLING Here, I'll give them to you! Then Ruggero gives them to me. 
He gives Eliseo three hundred lire. 


ELISEO What, have you started working? 
Scintillone is like being stung by a viper. 
SPARKLING Are you crazy? 

Then, changing his tone, passionately: 
SCINTILLONE I send the others to work for me! 


The waiter, feebly, arrives carrying the three beers and places them on the 
table. 


SCINTILLONE Hey, don't worry, I'll pay right away! 


With calculated slowness, with bored nonchalance, he takes the pancotta of 
red moons out of his pocket, holds a thousand lire and hands them, tiredly, 
to the waiter. 


Rossana's eyes rest - abstract but immediately full of an indefinite 
expression - on the money. 


The waiter gives the change; one hundred lire tip; money placed in your 
pocket. 


The orchestra begins a slow waltz. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava SPARKLE To Elise, while you rest, let 
me take this tour! 


ELISEO Dance! 


Scintillone takes Rossana by the hand, and, all soft and agile, takes her to 
the middle of the track: they hug and leave. 


ROSSANA You made money, and you haven't made any more, you see, eh? 
Scintillon makes the innocentone. 


SCINTILLONE I'm so sorry... I know you're with Eliseo! What am I doing? 
Breathe in the fresh air? 


ROSSANA Mh, Eliseo! You show respect to Eliseo! You know a lot! 


SPARKLING But how! You've been together for a year, and what are you 
doing to me? huh? 


ROSSANA What do I care about Eliseo! What, you don't know who he is? 
That's only good for numbers! 


SCINTILLONE How would you say? 


ROSSANA Why do you call him, you, someone like that? He's only jealous 
when it's convenient! He's always the first to make a fuss, to make mischief, 
and I do it here and I do it there, and then when it's time to do it, he's a 
bastard, if he does he puts everyone's feet in the way... He thinks he's put 
me on under! 


Yessss! If you knew, what a root I know! 
SPARKLING To Rossa, if you want it, I'm always at your disposal... 
What do we want to do? Are you coming with me tonight? 


Scintillone made his proposal, without any more fuss. Rossana, a little 
shaken by her sudden speed, acts a little hesitant. 


ROSSANA And did you go and take me? 


SPARKLING A vive! What, do you want to go to sleep? There are a lot of 
nice places in Rome! 


ROSSANA Do something... Pretend you're going away... and wait for me at 
my house. I'll send him away under the door, I'll put 'na 68 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - Good night, sorry, I won't be accompanied up there... 
Tonight I really want to have fun, in spite of that cod! 


He stares at Scintillone for a moment, with a gaze as black as pitch. 
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The dark, miserable stairs, with the rows of loose doors, with the 
cumbersome lamp that goes up and down in the breeze. 


Scintillone, with packages in hand, goes up whistling like a nightingale. 


He arrives in front of a small door: he looks at it, recognizes it, knocks. But 
since it is a little aside, he pushes it a little: behind, holding it closed, there 
is a chair, which, pushed, creaks on the floor. 


SCINTILLONE To sora Fernanda! 

He pushes the door and chair a little further, almost sliding in a little. 
VOICE OF SORA FERNANDA Come on! Who is? 

Scintillone enters decisively, saying: 

SCINTILLONE So' Scintillone! 


VOICE OF SORA FERNANDA Ah it sparkled! You remembered Sister 
Fernanda! Come in come in! 


But Scintillone is already inside the house. 
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The lousy corridor: at the end, in the light of the kitchen, there is Sister 
Fernanda in her dressing gown: a pale brunette kisser, with heavy eyes 69 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - The night in the desert. 
FERNANDA How 1s this escape? 
SCINTILLONE Here, put them there, Sister Ferna... 


And he hands her the parcels as they enter the kitchen, black with soot, with 
uncluttered cabinets and dirty dishes. Sora Fernanda is beaming. 


FERNANDA What is it? 
GLITTER Nothing! A little stuff around the house... 


FERNANDA Oh, my Christ! This is all inconvenient! But whoever does it 
to you is just wasting your money! But look at this, look! What, is it 
coffee?... 


Mmmrnmh, how it smells! I mix the barley in the middle here, you know 
how long it lasts for me! 


SCINTILLONE I know that your husband likes coffee, he drinks a lot of it! 
What, are you watching? 


Fernanda, at the mention of her husband, changes her tone and expression: 
she becomes tragic. Scintillone also becomes gloomy. 


FERNANDA Ah, dear Pietro! Who would have thought! 
SPARKLING How are you now? 


FERNANDA Eh, my boy, he won't wish it on you! These are bad things... 
you'll understand, a tumor in the trachea... 


SPARKLING But what do you say, doctor? 


FERNANDA And what do you have to say? She'll carry it with her for 
another year, and then... 


She is silent for a while, suffocated by the mamatron, then enters the 
kitchen. It's a poor little black kitchen: two little girls are sleeping on a cot, 
one at the top and one at the bottom, who after a while wake up and watch 
in silence with their big eyes open. 


There is a lot of mess: clothes hanging on the dirty dinner plates: 70 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - On a good night, a tub of washed clothes under the 
bucket, and a bunch of broccoli on the cluttered table. 


FERNANDA Come in, come in... Have you had dinner? Look, he doesn't 
give compliments! 


You coco du 'ova! I have two eggs, there!... A piece of this cheese... 


SPARKLING 'Well, sister Ferna, if you don't bother too much! I tell the 
honest truth, I haven't had a meal since midday! 


Sister Fernanda gets busy preparing him something to eat: meanwhile 
Scintillone sits down. 


FERNANDA What are you doing now? Jobs? Is your mother happy? 
SPARKLING Work... 


FERNANDA Eh, you're a good boy... I always say that to my Rossanella... 
She's good too, little girl, without a father and without a mother... Pzt! She 
led a life like this! ... Besides her, I have five of them, and they are always 
tied around her neck ... I got married at sixteen, think about it, what a 
beautiful life I've had! 


But Scintillone is thinking of something else, of something cheerful, 
evidently, if, instead of answering her, he starts whistling, loudly, calmly, as 
if he were alone. 


FERNANDA Ah, my dear niece, she's wasting time with that unfortunate 
man, who has neither beginning nor end... A good little boy like you, my 
Rossanella would like it! I always say this to Pietro! Do you like scrambled 


eggs? 
SPARKLING As I know, I know! I have a good mouth! 


Sister Pietro appears at the door, having evidently gotten out of bed 
attracted by the news. Dry, lanky, eaten by mortal disease, with a bandaged 
neck, but equally with a sordid and cheerful drunkard's face. He speaks in a 
voice so low and hoarse that he can hardly hear him. 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava PIETRO Good evening! Who is this 
Rossana? 


SCINTILLONE Good evening, Sister Pie! Sister Fernanda is cooking me 
eggs! 


PIETRO There's also wine up there... 
Fernanda turns to Scintillone as an ally. 


FERNANDA Eh, he never lacks wine! 


PIETRO She's happy that I'm like this, you know! But I'll accompany him 
anyway, ar camposanto! 


He takes the wine, all revved up, and pours two glasses. He speaks with a 
voice that is just a breath, you can barely hear it. 


PETER Hello! 

SPARKLING To yours, Sister Pietro! 

They drink the glass of wine while toasting. 
FERNANDA Have you seen what this fijio brought you? 


Pietro sees the coffee and immediately tastes a bean competently and with 
satisfaction. 


PIETRO If you immediately feel the coffee is good! How much did you pay 
for it? 


GLITTER Eeeeh, you're watching, my! 


Meanwhile, Fernanda serves the two eggs on a small plate, among the other 
dirty dishes, clearing the table with her elbows. 


FERNANDA Magna, and don't think about anyone, about Mario! 
Scintillone begins to eat, gurgling. 

SPARKLING Ah, how bad hunger is! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Now, while he is eating, two boys and a 
girl appear at the door, all sleepy, pale from the cecagna, barefoot, tattered. 


FERNANDA Look at the nails that do this! Don't you say good evening 
when there's someone at home? 


But the kids, shut up. They are intent on staring at Scintillone as he eats, 
bite by bite. They're big bunny eyes. 


Scintillone immediately turns to one of the two boys, a skinny boy of about 
twelve. 


SCINTILLONE In Borgo Antico, 'well? What, you've never seen me 
before? 


FERNANDA Come on, go back to bed, come on! 


She clapped her hands, imperious: but the kids, stay still. Only their eyes, 
fixed, are shining with life. 


PIETRO Have you ever heard this little boy sing? You have to hear how 
much he sings! It's a nightingale... 


Scintillone doesn't care, but in short, he's being good. 
SCINTILLONE Let me hear how you sing, in Borgo Anti! 


Borgo Antico shrugs, gets lost in the deep, neurasthenic denial of a boy, 
hardened to fasting. 


SCINTILLONE I'll give you a hundred lire if you sing! 
LITTLE BROTHER Sing! 
FERNANDA Sing, come on, what shame you are! 


Borgo Antico still shrugs, closed in its no. Then all of a sudden, when no 
one is expecting it anymore, holding his hands high and gesturing like a 
thirty-year-old singer, with his neck stretched out, his eyebrows drooping, 
his air of passion, he begins to sing a 73 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Neapolitan love song. 


While Borgo Antico is at its most beautiful, and is smoothing the air with 
its hands, making a sweet mouth, the door opens and Rossana enters. She 


puts her head just inside, giving a hostile, prescient, glazed look. 
ROSSANA Hello! 


Scintillone, mouth closed, gives her a knowing smile. She immediately 
reappears, leaving the little family around the boy who is singing at the top 
of his lungs, and goes to her room. About her so to speak, because there are 
also the children's cots there: in any case in the middle there is a queen size 
bed, and around it a wardrobe and a chest of drawers, poor and naked. 
Rossana begins all prescilous and a little 


eager to change. First she throws away her shoes almost in anger, then she 
pulls herself down, almost tearing her socks. 


She then looks for something in the drawers, but doesn't find what she's 
looking for: then, barefoot, she goes back into the kitchen, looks out, 
hastily, tough. 


ROSSANA Aunt, where did you put your other shoes? 
FERNANDA Its the finestra... 


Rossana returns to the room: she puts on her socks and new shoes from the 
windowsill. 


Then she takes off her dress, still in an eager hurry: and goes to open the 
drawers, searching again, stirring. 


She has found: a new, very full skirt: she puts it on, and looks at herself in 
the mirror, how it fits, with her shoulders and breasts almost bare. 


As it is, it looks out into the kitchen. 
ROSSANA A Scintillo! 


She calls him in an almost low and rapid voice, motioning for him to join 
her. 


Scintillone finishes chewing and goes after her into the room: as he passes 
he knocks Borgo Antico on the shaved head as he has finished singing, and 
gives him his dick. 


GLITTER Well done! You! 
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Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava He goes into the room: he sees Rossana 
immersed in uncertainty, with an almost sullen look. 


ROSSANA Does this skirt suit me? Or should I wear this other one? 
He points to another on the bed. 
SPARKLE No, no; this is so beautiful! 


With almost angry anxiety she now takes two low-cut blouses, one black, 
one coloured. 


ROSSANA What more can you say? This black one? or this Juliet and 
Romeo? 


SPARKLING Just put one on, come on, let's hurry! 


Rossana wears the black one, very low-cut, then takes the comb, combs her 
hair, puts on perfume, and puts some on Scintillone too, on her cheeks, with 
the tips of her fingers. She takes one last look at herself, turning this way 
and that in front of the wardrobe mirror, and finally she picks up her bag on 
the bed. She's all frowning. 


ROSSANA Are you okay? 
Scintillone is satisfied and taking her arm he pushes her towards the door. 
SCINTILLONE ‘Namo 


They run out into the corridor, passing the kitchen door, blocked by their 
uncles and kids. Rossana walks straight away, thoughtfully, without even 


turning around; Scintillone follows her and says hello quickly. 
SCINTILLONE Goodbye, sister Ferna... goodbye, sister Pie... 


But then he retraces his steps for a moment, all affable, cordial even at the 
moment; he shakes Mr. Pietro's hand, and even hits him a 75 
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SPARKLING Good night, Sister Pie... If we see... PIETRO Have fun! 
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The taxi runs between lawns, walls, piles of dirt and a few buildings 
scattered here and there. 


Rossana, in the taxi, has loosened up a little and is looking forward to the 
night. 


ROSSANA The Tarpeian Rock... Of course all the people who have a lot of 
money go to the Tarpeian Rock... I, like this, am dressed enough to go to 
those places, right? It's a shame that I don't wear the gold, the necklace with 
the ring and the bracelet... I brought it all to Monte, that wretch made me 
pawn everything... Have you ever seen how beautiful she is my necklace! 
That's a pound that big! 


He points to a nice big pound on his chest with his fingers. 
SPARKLING A chatterbox! Magna, with your mouth! 


He slaps her on the cheek, and also slaps her on the head, then plays with 
her hair some more. 


If he looks at her with a nose look, then blurts out: SPARKLING I'm having 
second thoughts! 


ROSSANA Of what? 


SPARKLING When I saw you in your room changing... 


Half naked... Thinking about it brings blood to my eyes... 
Mmh, what would that do to you! 

He gives her a new slap, but with more force, gritting his teeth. 
ROSSANA Are you okay, Scintillone, who are bothering you? 
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her arm. 


SPARKLING How tough you are! I'm like a country girl! 
Then all of a sudden, turning to the taxi driver: SCINTILLONE Turn here! 


He indicates a road on the right, with a low wall, which winds through 
clearings and dirt. 


The taxi driver obeys and walks about fifty metres, along the road which is 
becoming more and more full of potholes, against the distant spots of light 
of a neighborhood mid-air between the Casilino and the clouds. 
SPARKLING Stop! 

ROSSANA And why? 

Scintillone laughs. 

GLITTER I feel sick! Let's go down for a minute... 

He drags her by the arm out of the car. And, patiently, to the taxi driver: 


SCINTILLONE Have patience, eh, tassina, life is bitter for you! 


He walks away towards the lawn, with his hand resting on Rossana's back, 
who follows him with his arms around him. 


ROSSANA We'll be late later, Scintillo! They are good! 
SCINTILLONE Long long long long long, famo subbito! Du' bacetti soli! 


ROSSANA So let's put it here now! You're making a mess all over my 
skirt! 


SPARKLING Don't worry, I know this lawn, I've had a few battles with it... 
as a kid! 
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a path that can barely be seen: on one side a low wall, on the other a rubbish 
dump crowned by the lights of Casilino. 


ROSSANA What, do you want to put yourself here? 

SPARKLE Noooo... there, there! 

He indicates a fairly clean and clear hump, towards the low wall. 
You steer like a cat. 


SPARKLING Come here, come here... My soul! Come here, there's the 
grass para para... 


I'm on the spot, Scintillone throws away a few stones, and stretches out 
blissfully on them, legs apart, with his hands under his head, while she still 
remains standing. Scintillone looks at the sky. 


SPARKLING Look at the beautiful moon tonight! Just for us, eh Rossane? 
It looks like gold! 
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A motorbike runs in disrepair, squealing, through the empty Casilina: 
everything is immersed in the peace of the night: only an old tram strands in 
the distance. 


On the scooter there is, in front, a red-haired, dry man, from behind, with 
his hands behind his back, and his face over the driver's shoulder, it is 
Ruggeretto, black, ferocious like a fasting wolf. 


RUGGERETTO Come on fire, throw this cart away, but what are you 
waiting for? 


Darnit! It took me a century to get here! 


ROSCIO Look who's talking! Like what happened to you, do it to your 
tow! Pct! 


Ruggeretto is silent, then in sight of the Chicco d'Oro bar, which 78 
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back, angrily: RUGGERETTO Do you have brakes? And brake, then! I've 
arrived! 


The redhead brakes: Ruggero jumps off his seat and goes towards the bar 
without saying goodbye. The redhead looks at him steadily, at peace. 


ROSCIO Hello, Ruggeé, and thank you! 
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The bar is much emptier than an hour ago: it's almost midnight now. But 
almost all of the group of cronies, friends of Scintillone and Ruggeretto, are 
still there. 


Ruggeretto enters and looks around, investigating. 

Renato, looks at Ruggero, from the edge of a billiard table. 
RENATO A Ruggere! Have you seen how good your friend is? 
Ruggero, ready, pricks up his ears. 


RUGGERETTO Why, what did he do? 


RENATO Look, he had a lot of money! Just a little one hundred thousand 
lire! 


RUGGERETTO Ah. 


SERGIO He offered the cappuccino, the husbands, if he wanted he would 
buy everything for the coffins! You really did an American sortie! 


RUGGERETTO And now is he? 
SERGIO Well, he was talking to Fulvio... 


RENATO He really did great! He gave the money back to Fulvio! He 
bought everyone a drink! 


RUGGERETTO How long has it been since he left? 
RENATO It will be an hour! 
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enter. 


OLD MAN Aoh, have you seen Scintillone? But what did he do? 
Everything in life, tonight, a bundle of money like this! She was traveling 
by tax1! 


MOMMOLETTO But do you know what he did then? He went to pia 
Rossana, no, so he could take her with him! Eliseo's woman... He picked 
her up very well, and took her away... You have to see her... how she left 
immediately! 


Ruggeretto suddenly puts a hand on Fulvio's shoulder and drags him aside a 
little. 


RUGGERETTO Listen... If you were to do me a big favor... if you were to 
give me those two bags that Scintillone gave you... now when I get back I'll 
bring them back to you straight away... 


Fulvio opens his toothless mouth. 


FULVIO And get them back from Renato, who gave you back those six 
bags that he had lent you... 


RUGGERETTO To Renato! 
Renato comes forward all questioning. 


RUGGERETTO Listen to me... You know that I know my word, right? I 
need some money now... I have to take care of some business... 


You should be kind enough to lend it to me... Tomorrow morning, when you 
get up, get your money. Rena, don't tell me no, you'll ruin me! 


FULVIO Come on, come on, come on, you don't need to sing the whole 
mass! Just give them back to me tomorrow’... 


He hands him the two crumpled bags, with a magnanimous gesture. 
RUGGERETTO You know me, don't you? To Rena, 'well? 


RENATO Sonata! But how, I've been keeping these 80 around for three 
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back to you! But what, really, really... 


Ruggero bows his head, puts his hands behind his neck, suddenly, angry, 
impatient: keeping his head down, he removes the gold chain. 


RUGGERETTO Kill them, oh! I'll give you the chain... 
He extends it to her with a clever gesture, throwing flames from his eyes. 


RUGGERETTO Well, it costs twelve thousand lire, if I don't give you your 
money back tomorrow you'll sell it! 


Renato, with his eyes lowered, puts the chain on his hat. 


RENATO Not because I don't trust you, you know! But today everyone 
needs money... I'm holding on to this little bit of money! 


He raises his clenched fist forcefully into the air, as if he were holding the 
torch of hope in his hand, and remains still like that for a while. 


33 
A beggar, yellow, sad, illegal, gives a dead look, and reaches out a hand. 


He extends it to Scintillone, who is entering a luxurious nightclub with 
Rossana. Scintillone gives the beggar some change, and, all sumptuous and 
sumptuous, puts a hand on the woman's shoulder, and guides her down 
towards the place which is glittering with majestic lights a little to the side. 


But then behind them, the red police jeep passes, on a night patrol, at 
walking pace. 


The alum sparkles, but pretends nothing is happening, gazing cheerfully 
into space. 


SPARKLING Manhunt! What, are they already looking for me? 'bat, how 
fast I know! Do we want to invite them to dance? 


The police tiger stops a little further up. 
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They're not in on the joke, those... 


And he whistles, always fascinated by the void. 
The tiger gets back in motion and resumes its run up Via Veneto. 
SPARKLING Kill, the fear they make you! I'm not polite at all... 


And so they enter, all puffed up, into the venue. 
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“‘T remember this evening of this Indian drama The Child's Cart a thief 
appears there Who thinks before making a hole in the wall What shape 
should be given to the cut So that beauty does not lose its rights Even in 
moment of a crime..." 


G. Apollinaire 


Waiters, chandeliers, veiled lights, interiors with tables and chic people. 
AND 


the orchestra playing. 


Rossana's face, already satisfied, lights up with a joy that is almost 
inspirational. 


ROSSANA Just the song I like! Calypso melody! 
But you can feel how beautiful it is! Let's go in, let's go in! 


But an important gentleman, the owner, with some waiters around him, 1s 
observing them: his gaze 1s abstract, full of danger. 


Followed by that look that doesn't promise anything good, the two pass the 
vestibule and enter the room between the straight and the fake. 


There is a free table, they try to sit down: but a waiter reaches them, hasty 
and expressionless. 


WAITER Excuse me, just a moment... Would you like to help here at the 
entrance... 
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WAITER Just a moment... 


Scintillone, magnificent and questioning, with the face of a prophet, goes 
after the waiter. Another waiter, younger, also attacks him. 


Rossana follows the scene, then slowly goes towards the vestibule, too, 
while the orchestra plays her favorite song in full force. 


Scintillone, surrounded by waiters, is there, in front of the director. 


MANAGER Good evening, sorry, I'm sorry... but the tables are already 
booked, there is no more room in the restaurant... 


SPARKLING 'Well, what's this? Put another extra table! 


DIRECTOR But no, look, it can't be done... try to be understanding... It's all 
full now... 


SPARKLING I'll come in anyway... Then, when the owner of the table 
comes, I'll discuss it... What, is my money square? 


MANAGER Look, don't be a bully, you know that he is unwanted in this 
place... Don't be a bully, don't force me to call the police... If I'm not 
mistaken, the other time you were there it caused an uproar which was an 
indecency... and I don't want this to happen again... 


SPARKLONE Come on, don't do what I don't want to do... I'll screw up 
everything, you know! So look for them well, and let me in! 


And he makes a determined move to re-enter the room: but the waiters 
appear in front of him. Scintillone then snaps, blind with rage. 


SPARKLING But look, this time I have the money! 


He looks around, sees a little golden marble table nearby, throws himself on 
it like a beast, taking the stack of five thousand notes out of his pocket, and, 
getting more and more furious, but never forgetting to be elegant, he begins 
to cover the table, slamming the bills onto it one after the other. 
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enough? You! 


He covers the coffee table completely with money, which is a small 
masterpiece of upholstery. 


SPARKLING Here! And you must also serve me! I'll cover it, locally, with 
my money! I'll set a table for myself! Tie, tie! 


Too many gather, for the chaos armed by Scintillone. The director is calling 
excitedly. 


SCINTILLONE What, my money isn't the same as that of these 
tuberculosis patients here? With the money I go wherever I want! I'll choose 
the seats myself, damn it! 


The waiters try to catch him and take him away, as people begin to gather 
around him more densely. But Scintillone frees himself with a tug. 


SPARKLING Hands off, pimps! What a shame everyone! 


The waiters, aided by two new colleagues, attack him again to immobilize 
him. 


DIRECTOR Hold him down, the police are coming! 


Scintillone frees himself again, but they catch him again. Meanwhile, 
behind, Rossana locca locca is picking up the dough from the table and 
stuffing it into her purse. By now the argument between Scintillone and the 
waiters is very violent: punches fly. A punch from Scintillone hits a waiter 
under the beard and makes him fall upside down on the floor, between 
people's legs. 


But then a policeman enters, and then another policeman: these, much more 
efficient than the waiters, and calm like toilet brushes who collect rubbish, 
immobilize Scintillone and take him out, although he continues to kick like 
an agitated man. 


Meanwhile, Rossana is finishing collecting and piling up the lust. 
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The policemen are dragging Scintillone towards the red van, which is 
parked as if dead on the road, in front of the club. Scintillone turns furiously 
towards the door of the club, shouting at the manager. 


SPARKLING You'll see me again anyway, you know! 'This place is public! 
Leave me alone! 


You have to take him away, not me! 
The police are holding him very tight, there's nothing they can do. 
SPARKLONE But no, you know what a sewer this place is! damn! 


Just then a taxi arrives and stops behind the police van. Ruggeretto gets out 
of the taxi and looks at the scene with his ironic blue eye, understanding all 
the ins and outs of it. 


The taxi driver pays calmly and refinedly. 


RUGGERETTO But who 1s that freak! They would take him away! Wow, 
there must be a mental hospital, right, to put annoying people like this in! 


But leave it alone, calmly, Scintillone, and goes towards Rossana, who he 
spotted at the exit of the club. 


Scintillone saw it too: a moment of crazy anger, then a sudden peace. He 
lets himself be led to the van, having suddenly become not only calm, but 
almost cheerful and friendly. Under the eyes of Ruggeretto and Rossana, he 
calmly climbs onto the tiger. 


SPARKLING I go up alone, I go up alone! Here you have to deal with a 
respectable person! Can I light a cigarette? 


He takes the pack of cigarettes and offers it to the policemen. 


SPARKLING Do you want favors? Smoke, smoke... 


Meanwhile they got into the van: Scintillone is standing, calm, between the 
two policemen. 


The truck leaves: and Scintillone calmly sings: 85 
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you give me... 
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« I will be more of a comedian than him, more ambiguous than him, as 
changeable as him. » Seneca Ruggeretto approaches Rossana who is 
arranging the large pile of crumpled grana inside her small bag, in a slightly 
dark corner. 


RUGGERETTO 'This money is mine! 

ROSSANA How can you say I'm yours? 

On Rossana's defensive eyes, Ruggeretto's eyes have a ferocious flash. 
RUGGERETTO I say yes! Give them to me! 


He takes her purse, violently, and takes the money out, putting it in his 
pocket. So his eyes become absent and laughing again. 


RUGGERETTO All the fun's gone, eh? 


He looks at her for a long time, from below, with that slapping look of his, 
all light. 


RUGGERETTO But I think you would be more willing to come with me 
than Scintillone... Now I have the money. Are you going home or coming 
with me? 


ROSSANA 'Well... By now I had left for fun, I'm going back home, now? 
That's better! I don't really think about it at all... 


RUGGERETTO Well done! 
ROSSANA And then you'll take me? 
RUGGERETTO A vive! 
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In the first room, the color of the tired night, you can see Ruggeretto and 
Rossana, in front of the first bill brought by the first waiter, while the music 
in the darkness with the little black lights wearily continues to play the 
notes of the old hope. 


RUGGERETTO What is this? 

WAITER Service. 

RUGGERETTO Ah. 

He begins to deposit eight thousand bills on the table, one after the other, 
and in the meantime, while he is intent on that work with his hands and 
eyes, he eyes Rossana. 

RUGGERETTO But do you know that you are beautiful? 

ROSSANA What, have you seen me now? 


RUGGERETTO I've seen you plenty of times, but I've never looked at you 
with a clinical eye... 


He moistens his thumb and counts three or four more thousand bills, 
abandoning them to their fate. 
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In the second room, the color of the blind night, while the second orchestra 
plays itself like a dream that doesn't know it will disappoint, you can see 


Ruggeretto still counting the thousand bills one by one: 
RUGGERETTO One, two, three... 
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focusing the blue fire of his eyes on Rossana. 


RUGGERETTO To Rossa, do you remember that time, when we were kids, 
who married the guy in the building where you live... who were throwing 
sugared almonds... That I stole the sugared almonds from your hand... and 
not you you told me nothing, and then I gave it back to you, and you said to 
me: "No, no, magnates..." 


He starts counting the thousand notes again: 
RUGGERETTO Five, six, seven... Tip the rest! 
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In the third room, the color of the dead night, while the third orchestra plays 
notes of old dreams that do not want to admit that they have been shattered, 
Rossana is seen looking at Ruggero as if he had a fever, laughing. 


ROSSANA Oh God, Rugge!... My head is starting to spin... all my legs are 
shaking... I'm as drunk as a cucuzza... 


RUGGERETTO Eeeee, the party still has to start! Are you already drunk? 
If we have to drown, tonight, inside the liquors, the champagne! Maybe 
we're going to buy something, eh Rossa? 


Suddenly an idea comes to him that lights up everything, like a lighthouse 
in his eyes. 


RUGGERETTO Now I'II take you to a place that makes you gasp like this: 
aaaaaa! 


He opens his mouth wide and goes "aaaaa" for half an hour. Then 
impatiently, ardently, with one hand suspended in the air and fingers 
touching a mysterious keyboard of glue: 
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Waiter! 


He holds out the plate with a pile of ruined bags inside towards the waiter. 


A taxi runs along Cristoforo Colombo, now far from the city, in the middle 
of the countryside. 


But, a little further on, a small Tyrolean house made of red and brown wood 
stands out in the moonlight. 


RUGGERETTO Have you ever been here? 
ROSSANA Where are we? To a cemetery? 


RUGGERETTO Yes, you wouldn't even dream of a place like this! Get off, 
come on! 


They all come down lively and excited. And to the taxi driver, without 
looking at him. 


RUGGERETTO You wait here, eh? 


He takes Rossana and pilots her towards the Rancho, while, from the dew- 
covered grass, the cold of winters that always return to the world rises up 
between his legs. 
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The huge venue, where so many people thought they were having fun all 
night long, and so they had fun, making that night a night of life 


- and of life - is now completely empty. The next day it is already there, 
with the light at eight in the morning, when the offices open and the sun 
indifferently means joy, pain or nothing. 


The lights are slowly going out. The musicians, on their platform, put their 
instruments in sheaths. 


Ruggeretto looks around with a dark face, frowning. 


RUGGERETTO What? Are these years unsuccessful? A waiter, uncertain, 
approaches. 


RUGGERETTO Look, we want to have dinner! 
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Ruggeretto goes towards a large central table, luxurious, made for banquets, 
with two candelabras on it. 


RUGGERETTO What? Does the orchestra stop? Doesn't it sound anymore? 
WAITER 


It's a little late now... 
RUGGERETTO But how? I came precisely because there 1s music, me! 


He goes towards the orchestra, determined, and stands up in front of the 
platform. 


RUGGERETTO What, is life over? 


MUSICIAN Well, we too have the right to our rest! Semo de flesh and 
blood... 


RUGGERETTO What could it be! Play another ten minutes more! 


He's looking after his hair! 


MUSICIAN A mooooo... It's not air... What, we make music for music's 
sake? 


Ruggeretto takes two five thousand bills out of his pocket. 
RUGGERETTO Now, here's the score... 


Place the bills on the lectern. And she goes towards the table, where 
Rossana, standing, is waiting for her. 


Ruggeretto looks at her and winks at her. Then, to the waiter: 
RUGGERETTO Do something well! Dim all the lights, and light up these 
candelabras! It's better this way! 


He nods to Rossana and they sit like two princes at the two heads of the 
table, a hundred meters away. Ruggeretto speaks in a low voice, despite the 
distance that separates them. 


RUGGERETTO Now I'll make you a tycoon, as if it were the day you were 
getting married! 
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shining, and her long hair a little disheveled. 


ROSSANA Mh, bride! Just like you! 


RUGGERETTO Why? would you spit on it? Aoh, but do you see who's in 
front of you? 


At that moment he attacks the orchestra with full force. He puts the devil in 
Ruggeretto's eye. 


RUGGERETTO Why wouldn't you marry me, Rossa? 
ROSSANA Damn, how expansive you are! So, piji and you are married! 


Where is the priest? 


RUGGERETTO Then no? Meh! No you knew how to jump the ball... 
It just is! 

But Rossana at the end of the white table acts mysterious. 
ROSSANA Eh, you haven't learned to know me yet, like I do! 


The waiter arrives, holding two lit candlesticks in his hands. He puts them 
on the table, and lights the other two that are already there. 


WAITER So, gentlemen, what would you like? 


Ruggeretto has a moment of uncertainty, but overcomes it and leaves 
immediately: RUGGERETTO Listen, who was the most famous person 
who came to eat in this place? 


WAITER 'Well... many... Ugo Montagna was also there... 


RUGGERETTO Well then, consider that Ugo Montagna is here: I'm as big 
as he is. Serve me! 


The waiter walks away. An old waltz resonates in the room. 
91 


Pier Paolo Pasolini - La notte brava Ruggeretto stares at Rossana: then 
suddenly he gets up, goes near her and invites her to dance. Rossana is up 
for it, she lets herself be held in her arms, and they start dancing, alone on 
that whole floor, like a whirlwind in a cemetery. 
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The taxi runs along the deserted avenue: the first light of day is sticking to 
the sky, strange, tired. 


Rome is painted against the horizon, with white rows of buildings, 
earthworks, huts sleeping in the light of the last streetlights. 


Inside the taxi, Ruggeretto and Rossana are full of joy: they are distracted, 
giggling. 


RUGGERETTO Think of how many wretched people there are who haven't 
made a tycoon today! Ah, ah, ah! Feel how tough this is! ROSSANA Ah, 
ah, ah! Now I'm fine for two days, like this! It won't seem real to my aunt, 
that's not great! 


RUGGERETTO It's really true, when your belly is full, you no longer 
remember the hunger you suffered! It's the stuff that the day before 
yesterday I had to do everything to visit the mothers of my friends... You 
know, I showed up right from noon to two... The mother of the guy has a 
little loaf of bread, the mother I need a bit of broth... In short, I made four or 
five knocks... Ah, ah, ah! I also tycooned... Damn, let's do the roe deer, for 
tycoon! 


ROSSANA You will understand! Just days ago, we were starving for just 
those! There wasn't a lira left at home... Imagine that from the morning to 
the eight we wanted we put the flashlight on the stove, we finished at eight 
in the evening... Ah, ah, ah! And do you know what we did? We sold the 
baker under my uncle Pietro's new coat! He didn't wear it anymore anyway, 
because he must have died and this winter, when he was dying, by now! 


RUGGERETTO Ah, ah, ah! Eh, you will have to suffer from hunger too 
many times! 


ROSSANA A wretch! Do you think so badly of me? Ah, ah, ah! 
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high sun, with the first street cleaners lighting up a cigarette, and the piles 
of buildings flying away, in the rush, to blend together in the light. 
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There is no one on the street: just a few pieces of paper moved by the wind, 
and a few lost cats. 


Rossana gets out and stands still for a while. 
ROSSANA Hi, Ruggeretto, thank you! 
RUGGERETTO Hello, Rossané... thanks to you! 
ROSSANA Hello! 

RUGGERETTO Hello! 


Rossana goes inside her door, with a final flourish of her beautiful party 
skirt. 


RUGGERETTO Take me further by taxi!... another three hundred metres... 


The taxi sets off again, through the desolate streets under the already 
cheerful light of the sun. 


Ruggeretto whistles thoughtfully, with his blue eyes a little 

lost. 

The taxi arrives in the middle of an overpass, under which, at the bottom of 
some embankments covered with paper and rubbish, glittering bundles of 
tracks pass. 


RUGGERETTO Here, leave me here, leave me here... How much is it? 


Ruggeretto gets out, taking a small pile of thousand bills out of his pocket. 
He looks at them smiling. 


RUGGERETTO I'm the last... 
TASSINARO 'Well, let's make it eleven thousand, okay. She's fine? 
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He counts eleven thousand bills one by one, placing them in the taxi driver's 
outstretched hand. He only has one thousand note left in his hand. 


The taxi runs through the streets of Torpignattara, near Rossana's house. 
The daylight illuminates the houses of the village, marking them in all their 
sadness and misery. 


RUGGERETTO Down to the bottom of the taxi!... here, and now to the 
right... Here, here we are... Stop at that door. 


TASSINARO Good morning... 
RUGGERETTO Good morning... 


The taxi moves away. Ruggeretto walks, alone, against the shoulders of the 
overpass, with the thousand lire in his hand. He then looks at them, with a 
look full of anger and boredom, crumples them up, and, with a jerk and a 
grimace of contempt, throws them away over the shoulder. 


The swag of the thousand lire flies down the arch of the bridge, against the 
embankment and crashes, bouncing happily into a pile of rubbish under the 
already hot sun. 


(1957) 
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